LIST  OF   GAELIC   BOOKS 

Afid  Works  071  the  Highlands 

PUBLISHED  AND  SOLD  BY 

MACLAOHLAN  &   STEWART, 

BOOKSELLERS  TO  THE  UNIVERSITY, 

63  &  64  SOUTH  BRIDGE,   EDINBURGH. 

A  liberal  discount  allowed  on  orders  for  exportation 
or  for  private  circulation. 

DICTIONARIES  AND  GRAMMARS. 

M 'Alpine's  Gaelic  and  English  Pronouncing  Die-  5.  d. 

tionary,  with  Grammar,  12mo,  doth,            ...  9  0 

M'Leod  and  Dewar's  Gaelic  Dictionary,  do^A,  ...  10  6 
MacPherson's  Practical  Lessons  in  Gaelic  for  the 

use  of  English-speaking  students,      1  0 

Munro's  Gaelic  Primer  and  Vocabulary,  12mo,  ...  1  0 
Reading  Book  for  the  Use   of  Students  of  the 

Gaelic  Class,      3  6 

Stewart's  Elements  of  Gaelic  Grammar,  cloth,     ...  3  6 

Gaelic  First  Book,  18mo,  2d.  ;  Second  do.,         ...  0  4 

Gaelic  Third  and  Fourth  Book,     each  0  6 

Gaelic  Texts  (New  Code), 0  6 


GAELIC  SONG  BOOKS  AND  HIGHLAND  MUSIC. 

Athole  Collection  of  Dance  Music,  etc.,  2  vols.,  folio,  42  0 
Celtic  Lyre  Gaelic  Songs,  with  English  transla- 
tions, and  music  in  both  notations,  pts.  1  &  2,  0  6 
Gaelic  Song  Book,  "  The  Highland  Minstrel,"  ...     1  0 
Killin  Collection  of  Gaelic  Songs,   with  English 
translation,    and  music   in   both   notations, 
folio,  cloth,  12s.  6d.  ;  extra  gilt  edges,          ...   15  0 
M'Intyre's   Songs,  with  an  English  translation  of 

**Coire  Cheathaich  "  and  "  Ben  Dorain,"    ...     2  0 

Mackay's  (Rob  Donn)  Songs  and  Poems,             ...     2  6 

Mackellar's  (Mrs  M.)  Gaelic  and  English  Songs,        3  6 

Macleod's  (Neil)  Poems  and  Songs,           ...         ...     3  6 

Macpherson's  "An  Duanaire,"  a  Ncav  Collection 

of  Songs,  etc.,  'iievei-  before  published,  clotà,         2  0 


6^  South  Bridge,  Edinhurgh. 


Gaelic  Books  iSold  by  Madachlan  and  ^Stewart. 

Munro's  Selection  of  Gaelic  Songs, 

...     Am  Filidh,         do.,      with  music, 
Eoss's  (William)  Gaelic  Songs,  18mo,  cloth, 
Songs  of  the  Gael,  music  in  both  notations, 
Sacred  Songs  of  the  Gael,  do. 


Alleine's  Alarm  to  the  Unconverted,        

An  T-Oranaiche,  by  Sinclair,  8vo,  cloth, 

Assurance  of  Salvation,  18mo,  5c?tYfZ, 
Baxter's  Call  to  the  Unconverted,  ISmo,  cloth,   ... 
. . .     Saint's  Rest,  translated  by  Eev.  J.  Forbes, 
Beith's  Catechism  on  Baptism,  ISmo,  sewed, 
Benton,  S.  Dioghlumean,  'S  Na  H-Achaibh, 
Bonar's  (Rev.  Dr  H.)  Christ  is  All,  ISmo,  seicecl, 

...     God's  Way  of  Peace,  cZo^A,  ... 
Buchan's  Apples  of  Gold,  ISmo,  sciccd,    ... 
Buchannan  (Dugald)  of  Rannoch's  Life  and  Con- 
version, with  his  Hymns,  ISmo,  cloth, 
...     The  Hymns,  separately,  ISmo,  se?rcc?, 
Bunyan's  Come  and  Welcome,  ISmo,  cloth, 

...     World  to  Come,  or.  Visions  from  Hell,  cl., 
...     Pilgrim's  Progress  {three parts),  cloth, 
...     Grace  Abounding,  ISmo,  cloth, 

. . .     Water  of  Life,  cloth,  

...     Sighs  from  Hell,  l8mo,  c7o^/(, 
...     Heavenly  Footman,  ISmo,  c/o^A,   ... 
Burder's  Village  Sermons,  ISmo,  cloth,     ... 
Catechism,  Shorter,  Id.     Gaelic  and  English,    ... 
Celtic  Magazine,  Monthly, 
Clark's  (Mrs)  Three  Gaelic  Poems,  with  English 

translation  by  Kennedy, 
Clarsach  IS'a  Coille  ;  a  Collection  of  Gaelic  Poetry, 
Confession  of  Faith,  fcap.  Svo,  c/o^7^, 
Dewar's  (Rev.  Dr)  Gaelic  Sermons,  Svo,  ... 
Doctrine  and  Manner  of  the  Church  of  Rome,     ... 
Doddridge's  Rise  and  Progress,  12mo,  cloth, 
Dyer's  Christ's  Famous  Titles,  ISmo,  cloth, 
Earle's  Sacramental  Exercises,  ISmo,  cloth, 
Edward's  (Rev.  Jonathan)  Sermon,  sewed, 
Gael  (The),  a  Gaelic  Magazine,  bound  in  cloth, 

for  1S76  and  1877,  in  English  and  Gaelic,  each  3 
Gaelic  Song  Book,  the  Highland  Minstrel, 
Grant's  (Rev.  Peter)  Hymns,  ISmo,  cloth, 


s. 

d. 

0 

4 

1 

0 

1 

6 

0 

6 

0 

6 

1 

6 

10 

6 

0 

6 

1 

6 

2 

6 

0 

1 

1 

6 

0 

3 

1 

0 

0 

3 

2 

0 

0 

3 

2 

0 

1 

6 

2 

6 

2 

0 

1 

0 

2 

0 

1 

0 

1 

6 

0 

2 

0 

6 

0 

6 

3 

6 

2 

6 

0 

4 

0 

3 

3 

0 

2 

6 

1 

6 

0 

2 

hS 

6 

1 

0 

1 

6 

64.  South  Bridge,  Edinburgh. 


GRAIN  GHÀELACH," 


UILLEAM   ROS. 


AIE  AN  CO-CHEUINNEACHADH  EI  CHEILE 

LE 

IAN  MAC-CHOINNICH, 

ANN  AN  INBHIEIUE. 


AN  TREAS  CLO-BHUALADU. 


EDINBTJEGH : 

MACLACHLAN  &  STEWAET,  SOUTH  BRIDGE. 

1877. 


"'i  DU6HACU  Ml  GCK  lOI-AOH  SBUI.AIA, 

ACH  TURSA  BROIN  A  Slotl  l£tGHEACMi>, 

A  CHRUIT  CHIUIL  IS  BINNE  MIRE, 

CHA  DUISO  MO   CURIDHE  GU  H-ETBHNEA6  . 

CHA  CHLUINN  MI  TUILLE  DO  CHORADH, 

BU  EHINNE  NA  CEOL  NA'N  TEUDAN, 

NA  SMEORACII  'SA  GHLEANNAN  FHASAICH. 

•  NA  CUTIIAU  AIR  BHARR  NA  GEIOE  !" 


LJ 

10 


K'ì  y 


iORlMEn  AND  GILLirs.  PIUNTERS,  ICDINBUEOBl. 


PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


Since  the  time  when  Macpherson  made  a  pil- 
grimage to  the  Hebrides  to  garner  up  the  frag- 
ments of  ancient  song,  where,  to  the  no  small 
astonishment  of  Johnson,  Hume,  and  a  whole 
host  of  unbelieving  Saxons,  he  succeeded  in  cap- 
tuj'ing  some  thousand  "  feet "  of  Ossianic  verse. 
there  has  been  a  vast  influx  of  Gaelic  literature 
into  the  market.  Songs  innumerable  have  been 
translated  and  sung,  and  various  works,  too 
tedious  to  mention,  have  first  seen  the  light, 
arrayed  "  in  the  garb  of  old  Gaul ; "  that  is,  in 
the  language  still  spoken  by  three-fourths  of  the 
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people  of  Scotland  north  of  the  Grampians.  To 
add  to  the  number,  the  Editor  for  the  second 
time  begs  to  present  to  the  public  the  Songs  of 
William  Ross ;  and,  in  doing  so,  is  happy  in  the 
conviction  that  he  can  with  confidence  recom- 
mend them  as  being  genuine  and  correct. 

Previous  to  the  publication  of  the  first  edition 
of  Boss's  Songs,  the  only  record  of  their  existence 
was  their  floating  through  the  district  on  the 
memories  of  the  people,  and  the  only  method  of 
their  publication  was  by  the  lips  of  fail'  maidens 
and  fond  admirers. 

To  rescue  the  songs  of  "  the  secluded  unhappy 
bard"  from  "  the  tooth  of  time  and  rasure  of  obli- 
vion," was  the  sole  object  of  the  Editor  in  pub- 
lishing the  previous  edition;  and  in  proof  that  he 
was  successful,  he  has  only  to  say  that  the  book 
was  out  of  print  within  the  short  period  of  twelve 
months.  This  was  sufficient  encouragement  to 
him  to  renewed  diligence.  Accordingly,  several 
new  pieces  have  been  added  to  this  edition,  to- 
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gether  with  three  poems  by  the  bard's  grandfather, 
the  celebrated  Fiohaire  Ball  of  Gairloch ;  and  he 
hopes  the  pains  which  have  been  bestowed,  and 
the  manner  in  which  the  book  is  got  up,  will 
meet  with  the  approbation  and  encouragement  of 
all  true  lovers  of  the  Celtic  muse. 

Glasgow,  August  20.  153«, 


A  SHORT  MEMOIR 


LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  EOSS. 


William  Ross,  the  author  of  the  following  Songs, 
was  bom  in  Broadford,  parish  of  Strath,  Isle  of 
Skye,  in  the  year  1762.  His  parents  were 
respectable,  though  not  opulent.  His  father, 
John  Ross,  was  a  native  of  Skye,  and  of  an 
ancient  clan  of  that  name,  whose  ancestors  had 
lived  in  that  country  throughout  a  long  series  of 
generations.  His  mother  was  a  native  of  Gaii'- 
loch,  in  Ross-shire,  and  daughter  of  the  celebrated 
blind  piper  and  poet,  John  Mackay,  well  known 
by  the  name  of  Piohaire  Dall. 

It  appears  that  when  William  was  a  boy,  there 
was  no  regular  school  kept  in  that  part  of  the 
country  ;  and  as  his  parents  were  anxious  to  for- 
ward his  education,  they  removed  with  him  and 
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a  little  sister  from  Skye  to  Forres.  "WTiile 
attending  the  grammar  school  of  the  latter  place, 
he  discovered  a  strong  propensity  to  learning,  in 
which  he  made  such  rapid  advances  as  to  attract 
the  notice  and  esteem  of  his  master ;  and  the 
pupil's  sense  of  his  obligations  was  always  acknow- 
ledged with  gi'atitude  and  respect.  This  teacher, 
we  are  informed,  declared,  that  on  comparing 
young  Koss  with  the  many  pupils  placed  under 
his  care,  lie  did  not  remember  one  who  excelled 
him  as  a  general  scholar,  even  at  that  early 
period  of  life. 

After  remaining  for  some  years  at  Forres,  his 
parents  removed  to  the  parish  of  Gaii'loch,  where 
the  father  of  our  bard  became  a  pedlar,  and  tra- 
velled through  Lewis  and  the  other  western  Isles 
— and,  though  William  was  then  young  and  of  a 
delicate  constitution,  he  accompanied  his  father 
ill  his  travels  through  the  country,  more  with  the 
view  of  discovering  and  making  himself  acquainted 
with  the  different  dialects  of  the  Gaelic  language, 
than  from  any  pecuniary  consideration,  the  de- 
sire of  becoming  perfectly  familiar  with  his  native 
tongue  thus  strongly  occupying  his  mind  even  at 
this  early  period  of  life.  And  he  has  often  after- 
wards been  heard  to  say,  that  he  found  the  most 
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pure  and  genuine  dialect  of  the  language  among 
the  inhabitants  of  the  west  side  of  the  Island  of 
Lewis. 

In  this  manner  he  passed  some  years,  and 
afterwards  travelled  through  several  parts  of  the 
Highlands  of  Perthshire,  Breadalbane,  Argyle- 
shire,  &c.,  seeing  and  observing  all  around  him 
with  the  eye  and  discernment  of  a  real  poet.  At 
this  period,  he  composed  many  of  his  valuable 
songs,  but  some  of  these,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  are 
not  now  to  be  found.* 

Having  returned  to  GaMoch,  he  was  soon  after- 
wards appointed  to  the  charge  of  the  parish  school 

*  Among  several  pieces  which  the  Poet  committed  to  the 
flames  a  few  days  before  his  death,  were  a  beautiful  "Song 
to  the  Seasons,^'  and  a  poem  entitled  "  Trod  Dkaormuinn  ma 
Bhrat  Armuinn,''  the  latter  beginning, — 

"Chuir  daonnunn  àrmunn  as  fhearann 
A  dhaoine  nach  mor  am  bèud  sin  ? 
A's  sliochd  dhaormuin  dhuith  na  crine, 
Bhi  cinntin  's  gach  tir  cho  bras  !" 

Of  the  "Song  to  the  Seasoris""  the  following  sixteen  lines 
are  aU  we  have  been  able  to  recover  : — 

'Nam  tigh'u'  a  steach  do'n  bhealtain, 
'S  a  chaochl'as  greann  na'n  glasraichean, 
'Sa  d'fhalbhas  speach  na'm  beanntaibh. 
Theid  iad  air  chall  's  a  chasair  iad, 
Cuiridh  gach  borachan  alltain, 
Brat  Samliraidh  ural  maiseach  orr* 
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of  that  place,  where  he  taught  with  no  ordinary 
degree  of  success.  From  the  time  of  his  entering 
upon  this  charge,  it  was  generally  remarked,  that 
he  proceeded  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties  with 
unremitting  firmness  and  assiduity,  and  in  a  short 
time  gained  a  reputation  for  skill  in  the  instruc- 
tion of  the  young  committed  to  his  trust,  rarely 
known  in  the  former  experience  of  that  school. 
He  had  a  peculiar  method  and  humour  in  his 
intercourse  with  his  pupils,  which  amused  and 
endeared  the  children  to  him,  at  the  same  time 
that  it  proved  the  most  effectual  means  of  im- 
pressing the  juvenile  mind,  and  conveying  the 
instructions  of  the  teacher.  Many  of  those  who 
were  under  his  tuition  still  speak  of  him  with  the 
greatest  enthusiasm  and  veneration. 

In  the  course  of  his  travels,  and  while  school- 
master of  Gairloch,  he  contracted  an  intimacy 

'S  gur  èibhinn  anns  am  sin, 

An  spreigh  'sa  chlann  tigh'n'  dhachaidh  leo. 

Gur  suairc'  an  ceol,  gun  bhruailean  oirn, 
'Ni  nualan  bho  toir  caismeachd  dhunn, 
Bi'dh  ba-laoigh  og  a  leum  mu'n  chro, 
Air  reidhlein  na'n  Ion  faisge  orra 
Bi'dl  11  gach  seors'  air  bliar  an  f  heoir. 
Air  trd  ma  choir  na'n  achaidhnean 
'S  tolinntinn  bheo,  toirt  dhuinn  gach  sgeoiL 
Mar  chinneas  per  na'machraichean. 
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with  several  respectable  families,  many  of  whom 
afforded  him  testimonies  of  friendship  and  esteem. 
His  company  was  much  sought  after,  not  only 
on  account  of  his  excellent  songs,  but  also  for  his 
general  intelligence  and  happy  tui'n  of  humour. 
He  was  a  warm  admirer  of  the  songs  of  other 
poets,  which  he  often  sung  with  exquisite  plea- 
sure and  taste.  His  voice,  though  not  strong, 
was  clear  and  melodious,  and  he  had  a  thorough 
acquaintance  with  the  science  of  music.  He 
played  on  the  violin,  flute,  and  several  other 
instruments,  with  considerable  skill ;  and  during 
his  incumbency  as  schoolmaster,  he  officiated  as 
precentor  in  the  parish  church. 

In  the  capacity  of  schoolmaster  he  continued 
till  his  health  began  rapidly  to  decline.  An 
asthma  and  consumption  preyed  on  his  constitu- 
tion, and  terminated  his  mortal  life,  in  the  year 
1790,  in  the  twenty-eighth  year  of  his  age. 
This  occurred  while  he  was  residing  at  Badachroe 
of  Gairloch.  His  funeral  was  attended  by  nearly 
the  whole  male  population  of  the  surrounding 
country.  He  was  interred  in  the  burying  ground 
of  the  clachan  of  Gairloch,  and  a  siinple  upright 
stone,  csr  clachchuimhne,  with  an  English  inscrip- 
tion, marks  his  narrow  house. 
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In  personal  appearance,  Ross  was  tall  and 
handsome,  being  nearly  six  feet  high.  His  haii' 
was  of  a  dark  brown  colour,  and  his  face  had  the 
peculiar  open  and  regular  features  which  mark 
the  sons  of  the  mountains  ;  and,  unlike  the  gene- 
ral tribe  of  poets,  he  was  exceedingly  finical  and 
particular  in  his  dress.  As  a  scholar.  Boss  was 
highly  distinguished.  In  Latin  and  Greek  he 
very  much  excelled  ;  and  it  was  universally 
allowed  that  he  was  the  best  Gaelic  scholar  of  his 
day. 

It  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  a  being  so 
highly  gifted  as  was  Ross,  should  be  extremely 
susceptible  of  the  influence  of  the  tender  passion. 
Many  of  his  songs  bear  witness  that  he  was  so. 
During  his  excursions  to  Lewis,  he  formed  an 
acquaintance  with  Miss  Marian  Ross  of  Storno- 
way  (afterwards  Mrs  Clough  of  Liverpool,)  and 
paid  his  homage  at  the  shrine  of  her  beauty.  He 
sung  her  charms,  and  was  incessant  in  his  ad- 
dresses,— 

"Every  night  he  came 
With  music  of  all  sorts,  and  songs  composed 
To  her ; " 

But  still  he  was  rejected  by  the  coy  maid ;  and 
the  disappointment  consequent  on  this  unfortu- 
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nate  love  affair,  was  thought  to  have  preyed 
so  much  on  his  mind,  as  to  have  impaii^sd  his 
health  and  constitution  during  the  subsequent 
period  of  his  life.  To  this  beauteous  young  lady 
he  composed  (before  her  marriage)  that  excellent 
song,  expressive  of  his  feelings,  almost  bordering 
on  despaii',  ^^Feasgar  luainaJs  mi  air  chuairt"  (he. 

As  a  writer  of  Gaelic  Songs,  William  Ross  is 
entitled  to  the  highest  praise.  In  the  greater 
number  of  his  lyrics,  the  bard  leads  us  along  with 
him,  and  imparts  to  us  so  much  of  his  o^vn  tender- 
ness, feeling,  and  enthusiasm,  that  our  thoughts 
expand  and  kindle  with  his  sentiments.  They 
frequently  display  the  highest  powers  of  imagina- 
tion, while  they  breathe  a  spirit  of  affection  and 
delicate  tenderness  seldom  surpassed  in  Gaelic 
poetry. 

Without  going  beyond  the  bounds  of  "  verity 
and  truth,"  it  may  be  affirmed  that  his  poetry, 
more  perhaps  than  that  of  most  writers,  deserves 
to  be  styled  the  poetry  of  the  heart, — of  a  heart 
full  to  overflowing  with  noble  sentiments,  and 
with  sublime  and  tender  passions. 
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LE 

UILLEAM  EOS. 


COMHEADH  EADAR  AM  BARD  AGUS 
BLATH-BHEINN. 

Rinn  am  Bard  an  t-òran  a  leanas  air  dha  bhi  'g  amliarc 
thar  mullach  cnuic,  ann  an  Gearr-Locb,  air  Blàth-Bheinn 
an  àirde  Strath-^Mhic-Iomnhuinn  san  Eilean-Sgiathanach, 
fearann  duthchasach  a  shinnsear :  tha  e'g  aslachadh  air  a' 
Bheinn  "eachdraidh  a  sheinn  air  an  linn  a  thrèig."  Tha 
Bheinn  mar  gu'm  b'ann  'ga  fhreagairt,  agus  a'  cur  an 
ceill  gun  d'tbainig  caocbladh  truagb  oirre  fein,  on  a  sguir 
a  shinnsear-sa  dhetb  a  tadhaich. 

Air  Fonn — ^^Tuireadh  nam  Fiaiin." 

Mi  bM'm  shuidh'  air  tulaich  fhaoin, 
'G  amharc  'sa  smaointeacli  fadheoidli, 
Cluain  an  dombain  truagh  an  dàil, 
Gur  cobhartach  do'n  bhàs  gacli  feoil. 

O  's  ionmliuinn  learn  na  cM  mi  tball ! 
E-ibhinn  nam  beann  nach  fann  gi'uaim  , 
'S  dh'  aithnichinn  fein  do  thulach  ard, 
Ge  cian  a  tharladh  mi  uat 
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O  !  Blilatli-blieinn,  àrsaidh,  's  fàiltich  frìdh. 
Bhiodli  mo  sliinnsear-s'  annt*  a'  sealg, 
Freagair  dhomh  le  comas  diamJiair, 
0  nach  robh  mi  riamh  'gad  flialbh. 

'S  labhair  an  t-ùr-sgeul  o  shean, 

Le  'blii  'toirt  fa'near  gach  am, 

O  na  lathaichean  a  chiiaidli, 

Dh'  ionnsaidb  an  trà  tbruaigb  so  'th'ann. 

Dhiucbd  an  comas  sin  'n  am  dbàil 
Ceart  mar  b'àill  learn  no  ni  's  mo  ; 
Ged  nach  tuig  am  màl-shluagh  dùr, 
'S  nach  rannsaich  iad  iùil  air  choir. 

Ach  chualas  fathunn  grathunn  nam, 
Tabhann  duanaich  le  guth  fann — 
"  Bu  truagh  leam  do  ghlaodh  'bhi  'teirbeirt^ 
Mar  chaora  thearbaidh  air  chall. 

"  B'eol  domh  t'aitim  's  b'ait  am  beus, 
Bhi  'siubhal  sleibhe  gun  sgios, 
Ach  re  seal  bha  mise  'g  iondran, 
Torghain  do  bhuidhne  'nam  f  hridh. 

"  Chain  na  h-ionadan  am  blàth, 

A's  thriall  gach  Armunn  àigh  g'a  uaigli ; 

Threig  a'  chruit  a  h-inneal  dàna, 

'S  leig  a'  chlàrsach  bàs  a  fuaim  ! 

"  'S  tha  Mac-talla  balbh  gun  chainnt, 
Cha  chluinn  e  caithream,  no  ceol — 
Mo  dhoigh  gun  deach'  Mac-nan-creag, 
O  bhi  'freagairt  mar  bu  chòii'. 
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"  Tha  mise  mar  bha  mi  riamh, 
On  a  shoillsich  grian  air  la — 
On  a  dhealraich  gealach  oidlicli'. 
Chuireadli  mo  ghoibhlean-s'  'an  sas. 

"  Mus  tainig  an  dil'  o  neamh. 

Bha  mo  fhreamhan-s'  air  an  cur; 

'S  cha  dean  a  h-uile  neai-t  an  gluasad, — 

Bitliidh  mi  gu  buan  air  am  muin. 

"  Ach  tha  mi  gun  Triath  talmhaidh  coir, 
Mo  choir'  air  siol  Lebid,  leoii'  an  cron. 
Ach  na-m  faodainn-sa  dhol  thairis, 
Dhioladh  Dùn-cain  air  a  shon." 


OKAN  DO  SHIK  EACHUNN 
GHEARR-LOCH. 

Air  Eonn — " She  rose  and  let  me  in' 

Tha  m'aigne  fein  ag  eiridh  learn, 
'S  cha'n  fheud  mi  bhi  'nam  thàmh, 
'S  mo  ruin  air  fad  'gam  iompachadh, 
'S  mo  shunndachd  ris  air  fas ; 
O'n  thogas  fonn  gu  h-inntinneach, 
Gu'n  seinn  mi  e  gun  dàil, 
O'n  's  cuspair  fial  ri  aithris  air, 
A  charaicheadh  mo  chàil. 

Cuir  oii)  do  bhratan  solasach, 
Dhail-floran  mhòr  nan  cluan, 
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'S  biodli  do  gliarrain  rO-clirannaibh 

'Gan  comlidachadh  le  h-uaill, 

Biodh  co'-slieii-m  cliruiteil,  cheol-bhinneach, 

N"an  smeoraichean  's  nan  cuach, 

Seinn  furain  bhinn  air  ghèugan  da, 

'Cur  eibhneis  ann  a  chluais. 

Mhic-talla  bitbs'  a'  freagradh, 
O  do  chreagan  guth  nan  sonn, 
'S  bi  'g  aitliris  ceol  nam  feadanan, 
Gu  beadarach  le  fonn  ; 
Biodh  sblais  bhuan  gun  àireamh, 
Ag  cur  failteacliaidh  'nad  fhonn, 
Air  ceannard  suairc  nan  Eacliunnach 
Cur  aiteis  air  le  sunnd. 

Shir  Eachuinn  Ruaidh  nan  ciu^aidhean, 

Bu  fhraochail  guineach,  colg, — 

Nam  piob,  nam  pic,  's  nam  brataichean, 

'S  nan  du'-lann,  sgaiteach,  gorm  ; 

Dh'an  dualchas  mor  èuchd  gaisgeantachd, 

Le  tapadh  air  chul-airm  ; 

'S  ni'm  b'  ioghna'  leinn  an  dùchas  sin, 

Blii  "leantainn  dlu  an  ainm. 

'S  craobh  mhullaich,  dliosrach  àgh-mhor  thu 

Dhe'n  abhal  a's  àirde  spèis; 

Gur  droighe?n,  ri  do  dbùsgadh  thu, 

Gur  seobhar  )ùil-ghorm  trèun  ; 

Gur  leoghaix  nach  gabh  mùiseag  tìiu, 

Ka'n  cuirt'  gu  d'  chunntas  strèup; 

Gur  didean  dha  do  cJ  airdean  thu 

Nach  d'theid  gun  sipl  "n  a  leuni. 
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Sar  cheannard  air  sliiagli  currant'  thu 

A  dlioirteadli  full  'sa  bhlar; 

Bhiodh  cuimhneach,  ciallacli,  faicilleach, 

Neo-lapach  anns  an  spairn  ; 

Bhiodli  reubach,  fiiilteach,  faobliarach, 

*Sa  chaonnaig  air  an  nàmli, 

'S  bu  treiinail  colg  nan  Eachunnach, 

Toirt  eucbd  nan  arm  tliar  cbach. 

Gur  sealgair  sithne  'n  garbhlach  thu 
Nan  agh  bu  mheanmnaich  leum, 
'S  cuilbheir  caol  neo-dhearmadach 
'Nad  gheala-ghlaic  gun  chearb  glèus. 
'S  d'  f  heara  lugb-mhor  astaracb, 
Gun  airsneal  as  do  dhèigh. 
'S  bu  cheol  gu  min  do  chaiseamacbd 
'Nuair  dh'  fhaclaicheadb  do  bbeul. 

Gur  tearc  anns  an  aois  mlieirgidli  so 

Fear  meanman  an  laoich  big; 

A  bhuin  air  ais  gu  m'  cbuimhne-sa, 

'Nam  inntinn  an  aois  oir ; 

Bhiodh  armadh  nan  sonn  gasda  sin, 

Mu'm  pearsachan  gun  leon, 

'Sa  chonnbhail  f  halain  threunanta, 

Le  cleachdadh  beusach  coir. 

Ach  's  lionmhor  Triath  nach  ainmich  mi 
Tha'n  Albainn  mhbr  nan  cliar ; 
Sud  suas  le  'n  or  's  le  'n  aii'gead  iad, 
'Measg  almharach  gun  nihiagh  ; 
Mur  reic  iad  coir  an  duthchannan, 
Mas  pill,  cha'n  f  hiù  iad  trian ; 

b2 
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'S  na'n  leanadh  iad  do  shamliladli-sa 
Cha  shloinnt'  an  call  clio  miad. 

A.ch  guidheam  gacli  buaidli  fhior-ghlan  dut 
Gun  diobradh  le  deagh  run, 
Mar  bu  dual  o  t'aiteam  dliut, 
Bhi  'd  cheannard  pailt  'an  cliù ; 
Sar  mharcach  nan  steud  aigeantach, 
Nach  geilleadli  le  lag  cbiiis, — 
O !  guma  slan  a  chi  sinn  thu, 
Air  t  'ais  a  ris  an  taobh  s'. 

Gun  dith  gu  do  thir  mhullaich  thu, 

Nam  fridh  's  nam  fonn  ard  fial, 

Nam  beann,  nan  gleann,  's  nan  coireacban, 

Na  monaicbean  's  nan  sliabh ; 

Gu  talla  ban  na  rioghalachd, 

An  robb  do  shinnsear'  riamh, 

Gu  priunnsail,  suilblieir,  mànranach, 

Cur  sàraidh  ann  am  fion. 


OEAN  DO  MHABCUS  NAN  GREUMACHj 
AGUS  DO'N  EIDEADH-GHAELACH. 

Air  Fonn — "  The  WaidJdng  o'  the  Favld.^' 

Is  trom  an  t-arsneul  so  'th'air  m'aigne, 
Le  fadachd  's  le  mi-ghean, 
A  bhuin  mo  threoir  's  mo  tbàbbachd  dhiom, 
Cha  ghabhadh  cèol  na  mànran  rium  ; 
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Ach  thainig  ùr  thosgair'*  da  m'  iiinnsaidh, 
Dhuisg  mi  as  mo  shiiain  ; 
'Nuair  fhuair  mi  'n  sgeul  bha  mor  ri  eigli'd 
Gu'n  d'eatromaich  mo  smuain. 

Is  latha  sealbhacli,  rathail,  dealrach, 

AUoil,  ainmeil,  àgh-mlior, 

A  dh'f  liuasgail  aii-  na  h-Albannaich, 

O  mbachraicliean  gu  garblilaichean, 

O  uisge-Thiiaidt  gu  Arcamli  chiiain, 

O  Dheas  g-u  Tuath  gu  lèii^; 

Is  binne  'n  srann  feadh  shrath  as  gbleann, 

Na  organ  gun  mlieang  gleus. 

A  Mharcuis  big  nan  Grèumacli, 
Fhir  glileust'  an  aigne  rioghail, 
O !  guma  buan  air  d'aiteam  thu, 
Gu  treubhach,  buadliacli,  macanta; 
'S  tu  'n  ùr-sblat  àluinn  's  mùirneil  blàtli 
De'n  fhiubhaidh  àrd  nach  crion  ; 
Gur  trie  na  Gaeil  'g  ol  do  sblàint', 
Gu  h-àrmunnach  air  fion. 

Mo  cheist  am  firean  foinneamb,  dii*each, 
Maiseacb,  fior-ghlan,  ainmeil, — 
Mo  sheobhag  sùil-gborm  amaisgeil, 
Tha  comhant,  cliùtacb,  bearraideach, 
A  b'àird'  a  leumadh  air  each-sreine, 
'M  barrachd  euchd  thar  chacb; 
'S  tu  bbuinig  cuis  a  bhaiT  gach  cùirt, 
'S  a  chuir  air  cbtil  ar  cas ! 

*  A  herald,  courier,  or  harbinger, 
t  The  water  of  Tweed. 
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Air  blii  air  fàrsan  dliomli  gacli  la 
Gur  tu  tlia  ghna  air  m'  inntinn ; 
Mo  ruin  do'n  tir  o'n  d'imich  mi, 
'S  mo  shùil  ail'  fad  gu  pille  ri. 
'Sann  tliogas  orm  gu  grad  mo  cliolg 
Le  aigne  meanmnach  treun — 
Mo  cliliabli  tha  'gabliail  lasaidh  aighir, 
'S  ait  mo  naigheaclid  fein. 

Thainig /asa7i  aims  an  achd 

A  dh'ordaich  pailt  am  feile, 

Tha  eiridli  air  na  breacanan 

Le  farum  treun  neo-lapanach, 

Bidh  oigliean  tapaidb  'sniomh  'sa  dath 

Gu  li-eibhinn,  ait,  le  uaill, 

Gach  aon  diu  'g  eideadh  a  gaoil  feia 

Mar  's  reidh  leo  anns  gach  uair. 

Biodh  cogadli  ann  no  sioth-chainnt, 

Clia  chuir  sin  sior-euchd*  oimn. 

An  arm  no  feachd  ma  thogi-as  iad, 

No  'n  ar-amach  cha  'n  obamaid, 

Le'r  teannadli  suas  ri  uchd  an  fhuath's', 

Le'r  n-earradh  uasal  fein; 

Le  lannan  cruadhach,  neart-mhor,  buaii, 

A  leantainn  ruaig  gun  sgios ! 

On  fhuair  sinn /asan  le'r  sar-chleachdadh, 

Dùisgeadh  beaclid  ar  sinnsear, 

Le  run  gun  cheilg  's  a  h-uile  fear, 

'S  gun  mheirgh'  air  leirg  nan  Lunnuinneach, 

Le  sunnd  a's  gleus,  a's  barrachd  speis 

Toirt  aite  fein  do'n  High  ; 

*  Tiomachd. 
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Mo  bhàs  gun  èis  mar  b'f hearr  learn  fein  sin, 
No  ge  d'  eiblite  'n  t-sitli ! 


ORAN  AN  T-SAMHRATDH. 
Am  FoNN — "  Now  wat  ye  wha  I  met  yestreen^ 

0 !  mosgleamaid  gu  siiilbliear  ait, 

Le  sunndachd  ghasd',  a's  eii-eamaid, 
Tha  'mhadaiiin  so  le  furan  caorali 

Toirt  cuiridh  fliaoilticli,  èibliinn,  duinn; 
Cuireamaid  f  àilt  air  an  15, 

Le  cruitean  ceolmhor,  teud-bhinneach, 
'S  biodli  ar  cridhe  'deaclidadh  fuinn, 

'S  ar  beoil  a'  seinn  le  speirid  dha. 

Nach  cliiinn  tliu  bith-fliuaim  siithain,  seamh, 

'S  a  'bhrutliainn  sgeamliail  blilà-dhealtraich, 
'S  beannaclidan  a  niias  o  neamli 

A'  dortadh  fial  gu  làr  aca: 
Tha  nadur  a'  caochladh  tuair 

Le  caomh-chrutli,  cuannda,  pairt-dhathach, 
'S  an  cruinne  iomlan,  mn'n  iath  'ghrian, 

A'  tarruing  fiamhan  gràsail  air! 

Nacli  cluinu,  thu  coisridh  stolda,  suairc', 
'S  an  dob'  ud  shuas  le'n  oranaibli, 

Seinn  cliu,  dha'n  Crutliadair  fein, 
Le  laoi^ean  eeutacli,  sòlasa  Ji, 

Air  cl  orraibli  an  sgiath  gun  tki±ih, 
Ail   neangain  àrd  nan  ro-chrannaibh, 
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Le'n  ceileirean  'toirt  molaidh  bhinn, 
Dha'n  Ti  dh'ath-pliill  an  beotachd  ria 

Gu'ni  b'fhearr  aa  bhi'n  cadal  an  tàmh, 

Ail'  leabaidh  stàta  chloimh-iticli, 
Eii'idh  moch  's  a'  mliadainn  Mhài', 

Gu  falbh  nam  fasach  feornanach — 
Ruaig  a  tlioirt  air  bharr  an  driùclid, 

Do  dhoire  dlù  nan  smeoraicbean, 
Am  bi  tùis  a's  cubhraidh  na  fion, 

Le  f  àile  ciatach  rosanan. 

Tha  feartan  toirbheartach,  neo-ghann, 

'S  an  am  so  gun  ghreann  dubhlachdach. 
Cur  tnisgain  throm-dhait*  air  gach  raon, 

Le  dealt,  's  le  braon  'gan  ùrachadh  ; 
Tha  Flora  'combdachadh  gach  clnain, 

Gach  glaic,  a's  bruaich  le  flùraichean ; 
'S  bi'dh  noinean,  rosan,  's  lili  bhàn, 

Fo'n  dithean  àluinn,  chul-mhaiseach. 

Tha  Phoebus  fein,  le  lochi-ann  àigh, 

Ag  oradh  àrd  nam  beanntaichean, 
'S  a'  taomadh  nnas  a  ghathan  tlà, 

Cur  dreach  air  blàth  nan  gleanntanan ; 
Gach  innseag  's  gach  coirean  fraoich 

A'  tarruing  faoilt  na  Bealltainn  air; 
Gacb  fireach,  gach  tulach,  's  gach  torn 

Le  foirm  cur  fonn  an  t-samhraidh  orr'. 

Tha  caoin,  a's  ciuin,  air  muir  's  air  tir, 
Air  machair  mhin  's  air  garbh-shleilatibh  ; 

Tha  cùimean  driùchd  'na  thùir  air  làr, 
Ri  àii'd  's  ri  àin  na  geala-ghreine; 
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Bi'dh  coiir,  a's  por,  a's  fraoch,  a's  feiir, 
Gacli  iasg,  gacli  èun,  's  na  h-ainmliidliean 

Ri  teachd  gu'n  gnasalachd  's  gu  nos, 
'Nan  gnè,  's  'nan  doigh,  'san  aimsir  so. 

Gur  èibhinn  àbhaclid  nìonag  òg, 

Air  ghasgan  feoir  'sna  h-aonaicliean, 
An  gleanntaibli  fàsaich  's  iad  gu  suairo', 

A'  falbh  le  buar  'gan  saodachadh; 
Gii  h-ùrail,  fallain  gun  sgios, 

Gu  maiseach,  fialaidh,  faoilteacbail, — 
Gu  neo-cliiontach  's  gun  cheilg,  a's  gràs 

Nan  gaol  a'  snàmh  'nan  aodannan. 

XJainn  gacli  mi-ghean,  sgios  a's  gi'uaim, 

'S  na  bidheamaid  uair  fo'n  ainneartan  ; 
Cratliamaid  air  chùl  gach  bròn, 

Le  fonn,  's  le  ceòl,  's  le  canntaireachd ; 
'S  binn'  an  tatliaicli  sud  mar  cbeud 

Na  gleadln^aich  èitidh  cliablisairean, 
'S  mi  'm  pillein  cm^aidh,  cùl-ghorm  fraoicli, 

'S  na  brughaichean  saor  o'n  champaraid. 


An  didean  rimheach  slieomraichean; 
Bitheadh  èucailean  gun  speis,  gun  bhrigh, 

'N  aitribh  rigbrean,  's  mhor-uaislean  ; 
Biodb  slàinte  chonnablialach  gach  ial, 

Am  bùthaibh  fial  gun  stròthalaclid, 
Aig  Gaeil  gliasd'  an  èididh  gbearr, 

Fir  speiseil,  cliairdeil,  rò-gheanacb ! 
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ORAN  AIR  GAOL  NA  H-OIGHE  DO 
CHAILEAN. 

Air  do'n  bhàrd  a  bhi  'siubhal  air  feadh  Gkeldachd  sior- 
ramachd  Pheirt,  tbàrladh  dha  tuiteam  air  acbadh  fàsaich 
far  an  robh  nighean  tuathanaich  eireachdail  maille  ri  seir 
bheisich,  air  kireachas  le  sprèigh  a  h-athar.  Dh'fhiadhaich 
i  'm  bard  le  caoimhneas  gu  fantuinn  leo  re  beagan  laithean, 
a  sgios  a  chur  seachad,  agus  iadsan  aonaranach,  's  dèigheìl 
air  cuideachd:  ghabh  e  'n  tairgse  gu  toileach  agus  dh'fban 
e  leo — Air  dha  fein  agus  do'n  chailin  èolas  math  a  chur 
air  a  ch^ile  dh'innis  i  dha  gu'n  robh — "A  h-aigne  òg  gu 
trom  fo'  lèon,'"  le  i-fein  agus  òganach  araidh  da'm  Vaimn 
Cailean  a  bhCn  deigh  air  a  cheile,  agus  nach  fuiligeadk  a 
càirdean  d'i  a  phòsadh,  do-bhrì  nach  robh  e  cko  saibheir  no 
chò  mor-inbheach  rithe-se.  Gearr  mar  a  bha  'n  ùin  a  chaith 
am  bard  na  fochar  chunnaic  e  gu  trie  an  ribhinn  àigh  agus 
Cailean  a' comhlachadh  a  cheile,  ann  an  glacagan  uaigneach 
an  fhksaich  ri  Gonadal  diamhair,  far  an  do  shonraich  iad 
latha  pòsaidh,  an  ni  fadheoigh  a  thachair  mu'n  d'fhag 
e-fein  an  t-achadh.  Chum  iad  e  ri  chuid  de'n  chuirm 
phòsaidh,  a's  sheinn  e  'n  t-òran  a  leanas  do  na  chàraid  shona, 
agus  thriall  e  air  a  thuras,  a'  guidhe — "  Solas  gun  chrich 
do'n  chomun  chiiin." 

Ann  am  madainn  cliiùin  chèitein, 
'S  an  sprèidh  air  an  Ion, 
Agus  cailin  na  buaile, 
Gabhail  nuallain  mu'n  coir; 
Do  bhi  gathanan  Phcehus, 
A'  cur  an  ceill  tro'  na  neoil, 
La  bhuadbaicli,  ghil,  eibhinn, 
'S  las  na  speuran  le  ros. 

Ach  cha  I  e  'n  tain,  bha'd  a'  tiona.1, 
Anns  an  innis  sa'  ghleann, 


GRAIN  LE  UILLEAM  EuS.  13 

So'  bhiiin  m'aigne  gu  luasgan, 
'S  mi  air  chuaii't  amis  an  am, 
Acli  an  cailin  bii  dreach-mhoire', 
Mine,  mais',  agus  loinn, 
Bh'air  an  tulaich  'nam  fochair, 
Gu  ciuineil,  foistmeach,  gi'inn. 

Sknamli  mo  smuaintean  an  ioglinadli, 

'S  thuit  mi  'n  caocliladh  ro-mhor, — 

Slieas  mi  snasaicht'  mar  lomhaidh, 

'G  amharc  dian  air  an  oigli. 

'S  ge  do  bhrosnaicli  mo  dhiiraclid  mi 

Dh'eisdeachd  ùr-laoidh  a  beoil, 

Stad  mi  ris  le  munadh, 

'S  dheaclid  mi  run  gu  bhi  foil. 

Ach  gur  deacaii'  dbomh  innseadb, 
Leis  mar  dhiobrainn  'an  cainnt, 
Dreach  na  finn'  ud,  's  a  h-àilteacbd, 
A  thug  barr  air  gach  geall; 
Tha  slios  geala-mbin  mar  eala, 
No  mar  clianach  nan  gleann, 
'Sa  b-anail  chùrraidh  mar  chaineal, 
O  beul  meacbair  gun  mbeang. 

Bha  fait  cama-liibacb,  bbidlieacb, 

Bachlach,  or-bbuidhe,  'na  dhuail, 

Cas-bhuidhe,  sniomhanach,  fainneach, 

An  neo-charamh,  mu'n  cuairt 

Do  bbràghad  sneachdaidb  a  b'  fbior-ghlain — 

Fo'  Kc  bu  mhin-dheirge  gruaidb, 

Gun  innleachd  bliàth,  ach  buaidh  nàdnir, 

A'  toirt  gach  barr  dhut  gun  uaill] 
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Agliaidh  bhaindidh,  gMan,  mhodhar, 

Bu  bliinne,  ros-dlieirge,  beul ; 

Suil  mheallach,  ghorm,  thairis, 

Caol-mhala,  's  rosg  reidli ; 

Uchd  soluis,  Ian  sonais, 

Geala  bhroilleach  mar  ghrein 

'S  troidh  mhin-gheal,  chaoin,  shocrach, 

Nach  doich'neadh  am  fèur. 

Ach  gii  dubhar  na  coille, 

(Am  binne  'n  goireadh  a'  chuach,) 

Blia  'm  focbar  na  h-innse, 

Gus  an  tionailt'  am  buar ; 

Gu'n  do  dh'imich  an  cailin, 

Min,  farasda,  suairc'  ; 

Ghleus  i  guth,  's  gbabh  i  bran, 

'S  bu  ro-bhinn  cbeol  'bheireadh  buaidh 

B'ann  air  gaol  'bha  i  'tighinn, 
'S  run  a  cridbe,  'sa  buaidh, 
Do  dh'og-laoch  nan  ciabh  or-bhuidh, 
An  leitir  Laomuinn  nan  cuach. 
Do  dhiuchd  uiseag,  a's  smeoracb, 
Am  barraibh  ro-chi-annaibli  suas, 
A's  sbeinn  cho  binn  an  co'-gbleus  d'i, 
'S  gu'n  do  dli'èisd  mi  car  uair'. 

"0  Chailein  !  0  Chailein  !" 
Do  sbeinn  cailin  nan  gaol, 
"  Cia  f  àth  nacli  d'thigeadh  tu  tbarais, 
Do  ghleannan  falaicli  nan  craobh  1 
'Us  nacli  iarrainn-s'  air  m'òrdugh, 
De  stbras,  no  'mhaoin, 
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Ach  'bhi  'laidhe  'nad  asgail, 
Fo  do  blireacan  'san  fln-aoch. 

"  Gu'm  b'og  mis'  agus  Cailean, 
Ann  an  glean  nan  na  cuaicli ; 
A's  sinn  a  'tional  nan  dithean, 
Leinn  fein  feadh  nan  cluan  ; 
A's  sinn  'gar  leagadb.  'nar  sineadh, 
'Nuair  bu  sgi  leinn  air  brnaich  ; 
'S  bModh  na  cruitearan  sgiathach, 
'Cur  ar  cionalais  uainn. 

"  Gu'm  bu  neo-cMontach  màni-an 

Mo  ghràidh  anns  a'  choill  j 

A's  sinn  a'  mireadh  'nar  n-aonar, 

Gun  smaointean  aii-  foill ; 

Sinn  gun  mhulad,  gun  fhadachd, 

O  mhadainn  gu  h-oidbcli', 

Agus  Cupid  'gar  taladh, 

Gu  toirt  graidh,  's  sinn  'nar  cloinn. 

*'  'S  ge  do  thainig  an  sambradh, 
'S  mi  sa'  ghleann  so  ri  sprèidh  ; 
Gur  e's  trie  learn  am  f  àgail, 
'S  bithidh  each  as  an  deigb  ; 
'Sann  a  dbiuchdas  mi  tbairis 
Do  na  gharran  leam  fein, 
Gu  bhi  'taomadh  mo  dhosgainn 
AriTi  am  foehar  nan  gèug. 

"  Tha  mo  ehairdean  fo  ghruaim  rivm 
O'n  la  'ehual'  iad  mar  tha : 
Gur  h-annsa  leam  Cailean 
Na  fear-baile  le  'than  : 
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Ach  clia  treiginn-s'  mo  clieud-ghradh, 

Gus  an  gèillinn  do'n  bhàs ; 

On  a  gheall  e  bhi  dileas, 

Cia  fath  mu'n  dibrinn-sa  dba  V 


So  mar  sheinn  an  caomh  chailin, 
Tosan  tairis  a  gràidh, 
'Sa  bold  sheasmbacli  d  a  ceiid  ghaol, 
A's  nach  dibreadh  gu  bràtli. 
Gach  oigb'  eile  da'n  cluinn  so, 
Gn'n  robh  a  h-inntinn  gu  bas, 
Gu  bhi'  leantainn  an  t-samh'l  ud, 
Gun  a  h-anntoil  tboirt  dha. 

Acb  air  bhi  grathunn  'nam  thamb  dhomh, 

'S  mi  gun  àbhacbd  san  rod, 

'S  mo  chliabh  air  lasadh  le  h-èibbneas 

A'  tabhairt  eisdeachd  do'n  oigh — 

Chunnacas  oganacli  gasda 

Teachd  o  leacainn  a'  chro, 

'S  e  le  uile  shàr  imeachd, 

'S  b'ann  gu  innis  nam  bo. 

Bba'dhreachj's  a  dbealbh  mar  bu  mbiannach, 
Le  oigh  iarraiclh  dh'i  fein, 
A;  I  tùs  briseadh  an  rùnachd, 
'S  I  fo  h-ur  bhlàth  air  feill ; 
Bettchd  a  b'f hearr,  bu  neo-fhurasd 

^  thabhairfc  tuille  'na  dheigh, 

^  ir  an  oganach  m\aiseach, 
A'  teachd  o  leacaii oi  nan  gèug. 
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Ach  sùil  dlia'n  d'thug  an  t-og  gasda 
Bu  rioghail  mais'  air  gacli  taobh, 
Dliearc  air  òigh  nan  ciabh  cas-bhuidh', 
Siar  fo  asgail  nan  craobli; 
Dheachd  a  chridhe  le  furtachd 
Gu'm  b'e  sud  cuspair  a  ghaoil, 
A's  ghuidh  e  beannachd  da  'n  chodliail, 
A  bheag  am  bron  doibh  araon. 

Is  ann  an  glacaibh  a  cbèile, 
Le  mor  speis  mar  bu  mhiann, 
Ghlais  an  ditliis  ud  le  èibhneas, 
'S  an  run  reidh  'gan  cur  dian; 
'S  o'n  bha  furan  cbo  tairis, 
'S  nach  b'  f  liuras  aitliris  cho  fial, 
Ghuidh  mi  sonas  gun  dith  dhoibh. 
Gu  la  na  crich  'us  mi  'triall. 


MARBH-RANN  DO  PHRIUNNSA 
TEARLACH. 

CO'-SHEIRM. 

SoRAiDH  bhuan  dha'n  t-Suaithneas  bhùn, 
Gu  là-luain  clia  ghluais  o'n  bhàs ; 
Ghlac  an  uaigh  an  Suaithneas  ban — 
'S  leacan  fuaraidh  tuaim'  a  thàmh  ! 

Air  bhi  dhomh-sa  triall  tlia.r  druim 
Air  Di-donaich,  's  comhlan  learn, 

C2! 
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Leughas  litir  naigheachd  leinn, 
'S  ciia  sgeul  ait  a  thachair  innt', 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Albainn  arsaidh  !  's  fathunn  broin, 
Gacli  aon  mhuir  bbàit'  tha  'bàrcadli  oirrin, 
T'oighre  rioghail  blii  san  Ptoimh, 
Tirt'  an  caol  chist'  liobhta  blibrd  ! 
Soraidh  bhuan,  kc. 

'S  trom  learn  m'osnaich  anns  gach  la 
'S  trie  mo  smuaintean  fad'  o  lainih — 
Cluain  an  domhain  truagh  an  dàil, 
Gui'  cobhartach  gach  feoil  do'n  bhas ! 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Tha  mo  chridh'  gu  briste,  fann, 
'S  deoir  mo  shùl  a'  ruidh  mar  allt, 
Ge  do  cheilinn  sud  air  am, 
Bhrùchd  e  mach  's  cha  mhisde  leam. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Bha  mi  seal  am  barail  chruaidh, 
Gu'n  cluinnto  caismeachd  mu'n  cuairt ; 
Cabhlach  Thearlaich  'thigh'n'  air  chuan^ 
Ach  thrèig  an  dàil  mi  gu  là-luain, 
Soraidh  buadh,  àc. 

'S  lionmhor  laoch  a's  mill  treun, 
Tha  'n  diugh  an  Albainn  as  do  dheidh, 
lad  fos  n-iosal  'sileadh  dhèur, 
Kacliadh  dian  leat  anns  an  t-strèup. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 
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'S  gur  neo-sliubliacli,  diibliach  sgi, 
Do  threud  ionmhuinn  anns  gacli  tir, 
Buidlieann  mheamnach  bu  gharg  cli, 
Ullamli,  arm-chleasach  san  t-strith. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Nis  cromaidh  na  cruiteran  binn, 
Am  barraibh  dhos  lb  sprochd  an  ciiin, 
Gach  beo  bliiodh  ami  an  srath  no'm  beinn 
A'  caoidli  an  co'-dliosgainn  leinn. 
Soraidh  bliuan,  &c. 

Tlia  gacli  beinn,  gach  cnoc,  's  gach  sliabh, 
Ail'  am  faca'  sinn  thu  'triall, 
Nis  air  call  an  di-each,  's  am  fiamh, 
0  nach  d'thig  thu  chaoidh  nan  cian. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Bha'n  t-àl  òg  nach  fac  tha  riamli, 
'G  altrum  gràidh  dhut  agus  miagh, 
Ach  thuit  an  cridhe  nis  'nan  cliabh, 
0  na  chaidil  thu  gu  sior. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Ach  biodh  ar  n'  ùii-nigh  moch  gach  la 
Ris  an  TÌ  a's  aird'  a  ta, 
Gun  e  dhioladh  oirnn  gu  bràth 
Ar  'n  èucoir  air  an  t-suaithneas  bhàn. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

Ach's  eagal  learn  ge  math  a'  chlèir, 
'S  gach  sonas  'gheallair  dhuinn  le'm  beul^ 
Gu'm  faicear  sinn  a'  sileadh  dhèur, 
A  chionn  an  Suaithneas  ban  a  thrèig. 
Soraidh  bhuan,  (fee. 
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Cuireamaid  soraidli  uainn  gu  reidh, 
Leis  na  dh'imicheas  an  cèin, 
Dh'ionnsaidh  'n  ait  'na  laidh  an  rèul, 
Dh'fhogradh  uainn  gach  gi'uaim  'us  nouL 
Soraidh  bhuan,  &c. 

'S  bitheamaid  toilicht'  leis  na  tha, 
O  nach  d'  f baod  sinn  bbi  na's  fearr, 
Cba  bbi  nar  cuaii't  an  so  acb  gearr, 
A's  leanaidh  sinn  an  Suaithneas  ban, 

Soraidh  bhuan  do'n  t-Suaithneas  bliàn, 
Gu  là-luain  cha  ghluais  o'n  bhàs ; 
Ghlac  an  uaigh  an  Suaithneas  ban 
'S  leacan  fuaraidh  tuaim'  a  thàmh  ! 


MIANN  AN  OGANAICH  GHAELICH. 

Am  FoNN — "  We^ll  go  no  more  a  roving" 

Tha  sud  do  ghnà  air  m'inntinn, 

Le  iompaidh  chinntich,  reidh, 

'S  gur  fada  o'n  bu  mhiannach  learn. 

Gu'n  triallamaid  dha  reir ; 

'Sa  nise  o  nach  urrainn  mi 

'Ga  chumail  orm  gu  lèir, 

Bi'dh  mi  fadheoidh  ag  aideachadh 

Na  th'agam  dhut  de  spèis. 
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LUINNEAG. 

An  sin  treigeamaid  am  farsan, 
'S  gu'm  b'  fheaiT  na  bhi  air  chuairt, 
Bhi  maille  ris  a'  chailin  ghrinn. 
Le  farasdacbd  gun  gbruaim. 
An  sin  treigeamaid,  <fcc. 

Gach  aon  a  chi  mi  's  beartaiche, 
Bithidli  spailp  orr'  as  am  maoin; 
Ach  sud  cha  b'urrainn  m'  iasgach-sa, 
Ge  d'  liathainn  leis  an  aois; 
Mo  nàdur  ge  d'  bhiodh  iaiTatach, 
Dh'a  mliiann  's  nacli  d'thugainn  taobh ; 
Le  snaim  cho  dian  cha  shnasaichinn, 
Mur  glactadh  mi  le  gaol. 
An  sin  treigeamaid,  &c. 

No  ged'  bu  sbamhl'  an  storas  mi, 
Ge  neonacli  snd  leibh  fein. 
Dha'n  neach  dha'n  liugb'  tha  'choiaichean, 
Tha  'm  Breatainn  mhoir  gu  leir ; 
Ge  soilleir  inblie  'n  stàta  sin, 
Cba  tàladh  e  mi  ceum  ; 
'S  air  mbiltean  oir  cha  lùbainn-s' 
Ach  an  taobh  dh'am  biodh  mo  dhèidh. 
An  sin  treigeamaid,  &c. 

Gach  fear  dh'am  beil  na  smaointean  so, 

Bithidh  m'a/)nta  dha  gii  mor, 

Alt  chumhi  gun  ghnè  theag-mhaladli, 

R'a  fhaotainu  bhi  na  dhoigh  ; 

A  rùn-sa  'naair  a  dh'fhiosraichinn, 
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Na'm  measainn  blii  air  cliòir, 
Gu'm  molainn  gim  a  diobairt  dba, 
Cho  fad  's  a  bbiodb  e  beò. 
An  sin  treigeamaid,  &c. 

Gu'm  b'ait  learn  cailin  finealta, 
'S  i  maiseacb,  fior-gblan,  ciùin; 
Gred  nach  biodh  ni,  no  airgiod  aic'. 
Ach  dreach  a's  dealbb  air  thus; 
Acb  Slid  na'n  tàrladb  aic'  a  bhi 
'S  ga  reir  bbi  paUt  'an  cliù, 
Cha  cbreidinn  gu'm  bu  mhisd'  i  e, 
'S  i  fein  bhi  ghc  air  chùl. 
An  sin  treigeamaid,  &c. 

Cha  treiginn  fein  a'  bharail  sin, 
A  dh'aindeoin  's  na  their  each, 
Le  iomluaths  gu  bhi  caochlaideacL. 
'S  nach  aontaicheadh  mo  chail ; 
Gach  fear  bi'dh  mar  a's  toileach  Jek 
Gun  choireachd  nam  gu  bràth, 
'S  leanas  e  gu  dichiollach, 
A'  bheirt  a  chi  è  's  fearr. 
An  sm  treigeamaid.  ào 
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MIANN  NA  H-OIGHE  GAÈLICH. 

Air  an  Fhonn  cheudna. 

Na'n  tàrladh  dhomh  sin  flieatainn, 

Cha  b'eigin  learn  no  càs, 

BM  'g  iomlaid  gaoil  gun  fhadal  ris, 

'S  gu  reidh  'ga  aidmheil  dha, 

'Sa  dh!  aindeoin  iiaill  a's  goraich 

Nan  bighean  oga,  bath, 

'Se  sud  an  teuchd  gu  dideanadh, 

An  cridheachean  gu  bràth. 


Gu'm  b'  annsa  na  bbi  m'aonar, 
Mo  lamb  's  mo  gbaol  thoirt  uam, 
Maraon  a's  lùbadh  farasda, 
Le  bigf hear  fearail  suairc. 
Gu'm  b'annsa,  &c. 

Na'n  deanadh  fortan  fabhar  rium, 
'S  an  dàil  sin  'chui'  mu  m'  choir, 
Le  bigfhear  maiseach,  mileanta 
Gun  anbharr,  no  dith  stoir, 
A  chur  an  taobh  am  bithinn-sa, 
'S  mi  fein  am  nighin  big, 
Gun  easbhuidh  seadh  no  phàirtean  air 
Cha'n  àiche'ainn  è  ach  foil. 
Gu'm  b'  annsa,  &c. 
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B'e  sud  an  cèile  'tliagliainii-sa, 
'S  cha  chladliaire  neo-threun, 
'Gam  biodli  Ian  nan  cobhraichean, 
De'n  or  's  gun  trèoir  dha  rèir; 
A  threudan  a'  tighinn  thairis  air, 
Le  barrachd  dhe  gacb  send, 
Cha'n  f  hàgadh  saoiblireas  sona  mi, 
Gun  toileacbas  'na  dbeidh. 

Gu'm  b'annsa,  &c. 
Gu'n  cumadh  Ni-math  uam-sa  sud, 
Fear  gàbbaidh,  cruaidh,  gun  cbliu  ; 
Na  f  bionaig  dhriopail,  gbeur-chuisich, 
Bhios  leirsinneacli  le  'sliùil ; 
Gun  tomad  a  measg  dhaoine  dhetli. 
Gun  gliean,  gun  f  haoilt,  'na  ghnùis, 
Gun  fhàilteachd  chàirdeil,  fhuranacb— 
Gun  uirghiall  aig  a's  fiù. 

Gu'm  b'  annsa,  àc. 
Ach  òigfhear  dreacbmhor,  tabbacbdach, 
Neo-àrdanacb  'na  gbnè, 
Bhios  calma  'nuair  a's  eigin  da, 
'Us  rei'-bhearfcach  dha  reir; 
Gun  storas  bbi  tigh'nn  thairLs  aii', 
Gun  aim-bheartas  gu  leir, — 
'Se  sud  na'm  faighinn  m'iarratas, 
A  mhiannaichinn  dhomh  fein. 
Gu'm  b'  annsa  na  bhi  m'aonar, 
Mo  lamb  's  mo  ghaol  thoirt  uain, 
Maraon  a's  lùbadh  farasda, 
Le  bigf  hear  fearail  suairc. 
Gu'm  b'  annsa,  &c. 
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ORAN  AE  AISEAG  AN  FIIEARAINN 

DO  NA  CINN  FHEADHNA  SA' 

BHLIADHNA— 1782. 

LUINNEAG. 

Their  mi  lioro  liùgo  lioiriunn, 

Ho  i  lioiriunn  horo. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hòirinnn. 

Thug  m'inntinn  air  fad  gu  beadradh, 
Mar  nach  leagadh  bron  i. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &g 

Bitheamaid  gu  màranach,  geanach, 
Fearail,  mar  bu  choir  dhuinn. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Cuirt'  am  bola  breac  'na  tharuing, 
'S  glaineachan  air  bord  dhuinn. 

Theii'  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  (fee. 

Chualadh  mi  naigheachd  a  Sasghunn, 
Ris  'na  las  mo  sholas. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  (fee. 

Na  Suinn  a  bha  'n  iomairt  Thearlaich, 
Thigh'nn  gu  dàil  an  corach. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  (fee. 

'S  ge  d'  tha  cuid  diu  sud  a  thriall  uaimi; 
Tha  'n  larmad  air  foghnadh. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  (fee. 

D 
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Cosgamaid  boUa  de  clminneadli 
Nan  Suinn  nach  eil  beo  dhiu. 

Their  mi  liòro  hùgo  liòiriunn,  &c, 

Tostamaid  suas  gacli  ceann-finidh, 
BJb'anns  an  iomairt  mhoir  ud. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Tostamaid  suas  luchd  'ga  leanmhninn, 
Gun  dearmad  air  Deorsa : 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Guidheamaid  sonas  le  suaimhneas 
Bhi  buan  do  High  Deorsa, 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Sluagh  Bhreatainn  agus  Eirinn, 
Geilleachdainn  da  mhorachd. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Ge  bu  duilich  leinn  an  sgeul  ud, 
Mac  High  Seumas  fhogradh. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Feudaidh  mac  bodaich  a  reiste, 
Bhi  cuir  bleid  a  stbras. 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  àc. 

'S  gu*n  d'thig  tuisleadh  air  na  righrean 
Mar  a  dhiobras  olach, 

Their  mi  horo  hùgo  hoiriunn,  &c. 

Fonn  'an  cinnich  fior  shiol  coirce, 
Cinnidh  fochan  otraich : 

Theii'  mi  horo  hiigo  hoiriunn,  &c. 
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Mar  thug  mi  gu  ceann  mo  luinneag, 
Sguiridh  mi  gu  stblda. 

Tlieir  mi  lioro  liùgo  hoiriimn,  &c. 


ORAN  GAOIL. 

A  rinn  am  bkrd  d'a  leannan,  Mòr  E8s,  maighdean  òg 
urramach  a  thug  barrachd  air  mòran  ann  an  sgeimh,  agus 
an  deagh  ghiulan'  'sa  bha  ro  tliaitneach  r'a  amharc  oirre. 
Is  ann  d'i  thug  am  bard  a  cheud  ghaol,  air  dha  a  faicinn 
aig  co'-thional  dannsaidh,  a  b'  abhaist  do  dhaoine  uaisl' 
eugsamhuil  a  chumail  air  amaibh  sònraicht',  ann  am  Baile 
vSteoniabhaidh  ann  an  Leoghas. — Is  ann  air  maise,  mal- 
dachd,  agus  air  buaidhean  ion-mholt'  na  ribhinne  so^  a 
rinn  am  bard  a  chuid  a's  mo  dheth  a  chuid  oran. 

Feasgar  Luain,  a's  mi  air  clinaiii:, 

Gu'n  cualas  fuaim  nacli  b'  fhuathach  leam  : 

Cebl  nan  tend  gu  h-ordail,  rèidli, 

A's  coisir  da  reu'  os  a  chionn; 

Thuit  mi'n  caocliladli  leis  an  ioghnadh, 

A  dli'aisig  mo  smaointean  a  null ; 

'S  chuir  mi'n  ceill  gu'n  imicliinn  cèin, 

Le  m'aigne  fein,  's  e  co'-strèap  rium. 

Chaidh  mi  steach  an  ceann  na  coisridh, 
An  robh  ol,  a's  ceol,  a's  dàmhs', 
Ribhinnean,  a's  fleasgaicb  oga, 
'S  iad  an  ordugb  gi-inn  gun  mheang; 
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Dhearcas  fa  leath  air  na  h-oighean, 

Le  rosg  foil  a  null  's  a  nail ; 

'S  glilacadh  mo  chridhe,  's  mo  shùil  cò'ladh, 

'S  rinn  an  gaol  mo  leon  air  ball ! 

Dhiuclid  mar  aingeal,  mu  mo  choinneamli, 
'N  ainnir  og,  bu  ghrinne  snuadli; 
'Seang  shlios  fallain  air  bhlà  canaicli, 
No  mar  an  eala  air  a'  chuan; 
Sùil  ghorm,  mheallacli,  fo  chaol  mhala 
'S  caoin'  a  sheallas  'g  amharc  uath', 
Beul  tla,  tairis,  gun  gbnè  smalain, 
Dlia'n  gnà  carthannaclid  gun  uaill. 

Mar  ghath  grèin'  am  madainn  cheitein, 

Gu'n  mheath  i  mo  leirsinn  shùl, 

'S  i  ceumadh  ùrlair  gu  rèidh,  iompaidh, 

Do  reir  pungannan  a'  chiùil; 

Ribhinn  mbodhail,  's  fior-glilann  f  bghlum, 

Dh'f liion-f  huil  mhòrdhalach  mo  ruin ; 

Reul  nan  òighean,  giian  gach  coisridh, 

'S  i'n  chiall  chòmhraidh,  cheol-bhinn,  chiuin. 

'S  tearc  an  sgeula  sunnailt  t'èugaisg, 

Bhi  ri  fheatainn  san  Roinn-Eorp, 

Tha  mais',  a's  feile,  tlaclid,  a's  cèutaidh, 

Nach  facas  leam  fein  fa  m'  choir, 

Gach  cliù  a'  fas  riut  am  mùirn,  's  an  àiUteachd 

An  sùgr/"'AÌh,  's  am  mànran  beoil ; 

'S  gach  buaidh  a  b'àilli,  bh'  air  Diana, 

Gu  leir  mar  ?]?àgail,  tha  aig  Moir, 

'S  bachlach,  iuàlach,  cas-bhuidh',  cuachach, 
Caradh  suaineis  gi*uag  do  chinn, 
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Gu  li-àliiinn,  bòidheacli,  fainneach,  òr-bhuidh', 
An  caraibh  seoighn'  san  ordugh  grinn, 
Gun  chron  a'fas  riut,  a  dh!  fheudt'  aireamh, 
O  do  bharr  gu  sail  do  bhuinn; 
Dhiuchd  na  buaidhean,  oigh,  ma'n  cuairt  dut, 
Gu  meudachdain  t'  uaill  's  gach  puing ! 

Bu  leiglieas  èugail,  slan  o'n  Eug, 
Do  dh'  fhear  a  dh'  fheudadh  bhi  mu  d'  chbir, 
B'  f  hearr  na'n  cadal  bhi  'na  d'  f  hagaisg, 
G'  eisdeachd  agallaidh  do  blieoil ; 
Cha  robh  Bhenus  a  measg  leugaibb, 
Dh'  aindeoin  fèucantachd  cho  boidli'ch, 
Hi  Mor  nigh'n  mhin,  a  leon  mo  chrìdh', 
Le  buaidhean,  's  mi  'g  a  dith  ri  m'  bheo. 

'S  glan  an  fhion-fhuil  as  'na  fhriamhaich 
Thu  gun  fhiaradh  mhiar,  no  mheang; 
Cinneadh  mordhalach,  bu  chrodha, 
Tional  co'ladh  cho'-stri  lann, 
Bhuin'eadli  cuise  bharr  nan  dù'-ghall, 
Sgiursadh  iad  gu'n  dùchas  thall, 
Leanadh  ruaig  aii-  Cataich  fhuara, 
'S  toirt  buaidh'  orr'  anns  gach  balL 

Tha  cabar-feigh  an  dlùth's  do  reir  dhut, 

Nach  biodh  eisleineach  san  t-strith, 

Fir  nach  obadh  leis  'gan  togail 

Dol  a  chogadh  'n  aghaidh  High; 

Bu  cholgail,  faiceant'  an  stoirm  feachdaidh, 

Armach,  breacanach,  air  ti 

Dol  san  iomaii-t  gun  bhonn  gioraig, 

'Siad  nach  tillcadh  chaoidh  fo  chis. 

D2 
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'S  trom  learn  m'osnadli,  's  cniaidh  learn  in  'fliortan 

Gun  ghlèus  socair,  's  mi  gun  sunnd, 

'S  mi  ri  smaointean  air  an  aon  rud, 

A  bliuin  mo  ghaol  gun  ghaol  d'a  cliionn. 

Throm  na  Diiilean  peanas  dubailt, 

Gu  mis'  umhlacliadli  ah'  ball, 

Thalaidh  Cupid  mi  san  dùsal, 

As  'na  dhùisg  mi  bruite,  fann ! 

Beir  soraidh  uam  do'n  ribhinn  shuairc', 
De'n  chinneadJi  mhor  a's  uaisle  gnàs, 
Thoir  mo  dliuraclid-sa  g'a  h-ionnsaidh, 
'S  mi'n  deagh  run  d'a  cul-bliuidh  ban. 
'S  nach  bruadar  cadail  a  ghluais  m'aigne, 
'S  truagh  nach  aidich  è  dhomli  tamh, 
'S  ge  b'ann  air  cliuaii't,  no  tliall  an  cuan, 
Gu'm  bi  mi  'smuainteach'  ort  su  brath. 


MOLADH  A  BHAIUD  AIR  A  THIR  FEIN, 

AIR  DHA  BHI  AIR  FARSAN  ANK 

AN  TIR  CHOIGRICH. 

On  is  f  àrsan  leam  gach  la, 

Bi'dh  'n  stràclid  so  gu  Braid- Albann, 

A  dh'fheuch  am  fearr  a  gheibh  mi  slaint, 

A  thigh'nn  ga  aird  nan  garbli-chrioch, 

'S  ge  do  dliirich  mi  Lairclla. 

Tha  mo  spid  air  falbli  uam. 
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Gre  tùs  bliadhn'  ùii*'  e  's  beag  mo  shùrd, 
Ri  biiigliaichean  Choire-Chormaic. 

A  thaigh  Chill- Fliinn,  cha  bliuanaclid  leinn, 

Air  cliinnt'  ge  d'  tlia  thii  bbidheacli, 

A  blii  ri  sneaclid  a'  diol  mo  leapa, 

Dlia'n  t-Sasgunnach  dboite, 

'Si'n  tir  fo  thuath  dha  rcior  mo  liiaidh-sa, 

Gliluais  mo  smuain  gu  oran, 

'S  mi  air  beallach  'triall  ri  gailliiin, 

Gu  fearami  nach  èol  domli. 

A  Sliratb  Cliian-Fliaolan  nam  ba-maola 

'S  nam  fear-caola,  luatha, 

'S  mi  nach  taoghladh,  air  do  ghaol  thu, 

Noclid  gur  faonraidh  fiiar  thu; 

Thu'irt  beul  an  ràfau'd  rium  gu'm  b'fhearr^ 

Na  Gearr-loch  an  Taobh-Tuatha, — 

Fearann  gortach,  Ian  do  bhochdainn, 

Gun  socair  aig  tuath  ann. 

Beir  mo  shoraidh  thir  a'  mhonaidh, 

A's  nam  beann  corrach,  àrda, 

Frìdh  nan  gaisgeach  's  nan  sonn  gasda, 

Tir  Chlann-EachuLun  Ghearr-loch, 

Gur  uallach,  eangach,  an  damh  breangach, 

Suas  tro'  ghleannan  fasaich ; 

Bi'dh  cuach  's  a'  bhadan,  'seinn  a  leadainn, 

Moch  's  a'  mhadainn  Mhài', 

Gum  b'e  Gearr-loch  an  tir  bhàigheU, 
'S  an  tir  phairteach,  bhiadhar, 
Tir  a'  phailteis,  tir  gun  ghaiane, 
"^ìr  is  fijlaine  fialachd, 
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An  tir  bliainneach,  uaclid  acli,  mhealach, 
Chaomhach,  channach,  tliioral, — 
Tir  an  arain,  tir  an  taclidaii', 
Sithne,  a's  pailteas  iasgaicli, 

Tir  an  aigh  i,  tir  nan  armunn, 

Tir  nan  sàr-fhear  gleusda; 

Tir  an  t-suairceis,  tir  gun  gliruaimean, 

Tir  a's  uaisle  feile. 

An  tir  bhorcach,  nam  fridh  ro-mlior, 

Tir  gun  leon,  gun  dheibhinn; 

An  tir  bhraonach,  mhachrach,  raonach, 

Mbartacli,  laoghach,  fhèurach. 

Gun  ti  noUaig  mbor  le  sonas, 

Gu  comunn  gun  phràbar ; 

O'n's  lionmhor  gaisgeach 

Le  sàr  acfuinn  'theid  gu  feachd  na  tragbad ; 

Mar  shluagb  Mhic-Chumhail  le  cruaidli  fbinbliai', 

Ruaig  gun  chùn'  air  strachdan ; 

Bi'dh  muireardach  maide  fo'  bbinn  cbabar 

Gu  stad  i  's  a'  Bbraidhe. 

Geda  tba  mi  'siubhal  Galldachd, 

Cba'n  ann  tba  mo  mbi-chuis; 

Ge  d'  tba  mi  'n  taobb  s'  'sann 

Tba  mo  ruin  do'n  cbomunn  cbiùin  nacb  priobal, 

'Nam  teirce'  do'n  la  tbig  sibb  o'n  tràigb, 

Gu  seomar  ban  nam  pisean; 

Bi'db  cèol  nam  feadan  's  Eoin  da  spreigeadh 

Gu  beagadb  'ur  mi-gbean 

Bi'db  bola  Ian  air  bbord  'nan  dail. 
Cur  sùird  fo  cbàil  na  coisridb : 
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Bi'dli  laoicUi  mu'n  cuairt  riach  clumnt'  a  liiach' 

Aig  suinn  'chuir  cuairt  na  h-Eorpa. 

Bi'dh  luagh  a's  luinneag,  duan  a's  iorram, 

'S  cuairt  le  sgil  on  oinsicli, 

Aig  buidheann  ghasda  nan  arm  sgaiteach, 

Treunmhor  am  feachd  comshtridh. 

'Nuair  tharladh  sibh  san  taigh-thabhairn, 

Far  an  tràighte  stòip  leibh, 

Cha  b'e'n  cànran  bliiodli  'nur  pàirt, 

An  uaù'  a  b'àirde  pòit  dbuibh, 

Acli  mir'  a's  manran,  gaol  a's  cairdeas, 

'S  iomairt  làmh  gun  do-bheirt. 

'S  bu  bhinn'  ri  eisdeachd  cainnt  'ur  bèul, 

Na  iomairt  mheur  air  òigh-clièoL 

Cbo  fad  'sa  dli'imicli  cliii  na  h-Alba, 

Fhuaradh  ainm  na  dùch'  ud. 

An  am  a  h-uaislean  dliol  ri  cruadal 

'S  Eacliunn  ruadh  air  thus  dhiubli, 

0  la  Raon  Flodden  nam  beum  trom, 

A  shocraich  bonn  na  fiudhaidh, 

Gu  h-uallacli,  dosrach,  suas  gun  dosgaiiin, 

Uasal  o'r  sloo  mhuirneaolL 
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ORAN  A  RINN  AM  BARD  ANN  AN 
DUN-EIDIN. 

Am  FoNN — "  The  Banks  of  the  Dee." 

Sa  mliadainn  's  mi  'g  eiridli,  's  neo-èibliinn  atà  mi, 
Cha    b'  ionann   a's  m'  abliaist,   air   airidh  nan 

gleann, 
O  'n  thainig  mi  'n  taobh  s',  cliuir  mi  cul  ris  gach 

mànran, 
'S  cha   blieag  a'  cliuis  ghraine  learn  canran  nan 

Gall: 
Cia  mar  dhTheudainn  blii  subhacli,  's  mo  cliridli' 

an  ait'  eile? 
Gun    agam    ach  pairt  dhetli,   san  ait'    anns  a 

bheil  mi, 
Fo  dliubliar  nam  mor-bheann,  tlia  'n  cbrr  dheth  's 

cba  clieil  mi, 
'S  gnr  grain'  leam  bhi  'g  amliarc,  na  th'agam  'na 

gheall. 

0  !  's  trie  bha  mi  'falbh  leat,  a  gheala-bbean  na 

feile, 
Ann  an  doire  nan   gèug,    a's  air  reidhlein   an 

driuchd ; 
'S  air  srathaibh  a'  ghlinne,  far  'm  bu  bhinne  giith 

smeoraich, 
'S  air  iomair  nan  noineinean,  feoirneanacli  cùr', 
A'  direadh  a'  mhulaich  's  a'  tional  na  sprèidhe, 
Gu  Innseag  na  tulaicli,  air  iomain  's  a'  clièitean, 
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"jBu  neo-cliionntacli  manran,  mo  ghràidli-sa  gun 

bhèud  ann; 
'S  gu  'm  b'ait  learn  bhi  'g  eisdeaclid   ri  sgeula 

mo  ruin. 


ORAN  ANNS  AM  BEIL  AM  BARD  A 
MOLADH  A  LEANNAIK  —  AGUS 
A  DHUTHCHA  FEIN. 

Air  Fonn — "  O'er  the  muir  amang  the  heatherf' 

GuR  e  mis'  tha  briste,  brùite, 
Cia  b'e  ri'n  leiginn  mo  rimaclid, 
Mu'n  ainnir  a's  bimie  siigradli, 
'S  mi  ri  giulan  a  cion  fhalaicli. 

LUINNEAG. 

E  ho  i-b  mo  run  an  cailin, 

E  ho  ro  mo  run  an  cailin; 

Mo  run  cailin  suairo'  a'  mhànrain, 

Tha  gach  la'  a'  tigh'n'  fo'  m'aire. 

Tha  mo  chridhe  mar  na  cuaintean, 
Mar  dhuilleach  nan  crann  le  luasgan, 
No  mar  f hiagh  an  àird  nam  fuar-bheann  3 
'S  mo  chadal  hiaineach  le  faire. 
E  ho  rb,  &c. 
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Sliiiibliail  mi  fearann  nan  Gael, 
'S  earrann  de  Bhreatainn  air  fàrsan ; 
'S  cha'n  fhacas  na  bheireadh  barr, 
Air  Fine  bliàn  nan  tla'-sliul  meallach. 

E  ho  ro,  &c. 
Bu  bhinne  na  smeoracli  Chèitein 
Leani  do  ghloir,  's  tn  'comliradli  rèidli  rium^ 
'S  mo  diliabh  air  lasadli  le  b-èibhneas, 
Tabliairt  eisdeachd  dha  d'  bheul  tairis. 

E  bo  ro,  &c. 

Bu  tu  mo  chruit,  mo  cheol,  's  mo  thaileasg, 
'S  mo  lèug  phrìseil,  rimbeacb,  aghmhor ; 
Bu  leigbeas  èugail  o  na  bhàs  domh, 
Na'm  feudainn  a  gbnà  bbi  mar  riut. 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

Gur  muladach  mi  's  mi  smaointinn, 
Air  cuspair  mo  chin'  gun  chaocliladh, 
Oigh  mhin,  mhaiseach,  nam  bas  maoth-gl.'Oa: 
'S  a  slios  caoin-tlà  mar  an  canach. 

E  ho  ro,  &c. 
Tha  do  dhealbh  gun  chirb,  gun  fhiaradli. 
Min-gheal,  fior-ghlan,  dii-each,  lionta, 
'S  do  nàdur  cho  seamh  's  bu  mhiannaci: 
Gu  pailt,  fialaidh,  ciallach,  banail. 

E  ho  rb,  &c. 
Air  fad  m'  fhuirich  an  Dun-eidin, 
Cumail  comuinn  ri  luchd  Beurla  ; 
Bheir  mi  'n  t-soraidh  so  gun  treigsiim 
Dh'  ionnsaidh  m'  eibhneisanns  na  glcannaibh 

E  ho  ro,  &c. 
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Ge  do  tharladli  dhomli  blii  'n  taobli  so, 
Gur  beag  mo  tlilachd  dhetli  na  du'-ghaill, 
'S  bi'dh  mi  nis  a'  cur  mo  chùil  riu, 
'S  a'  deanamh  m'  iùil  air  na  beannaibh, 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

Gur  eatrom  mo  glileus,  a's  m'  iomjDaidh, 
'S  neo-lodail  mo  clieum  o'n  flionn  so, 
Gu  tir  àrd  nan  sàr-fhear  snnndacli, 
'S  a'  treigsinn  Galldachd  'nam  dheannamh. 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

Diridh  mi  gu  Tulach-Armuinn, 
Air  leth-taobh  Srath  min  na  Lairce, 
'S  tearnaidh  mi  gu  Innseag  blà-choill 
'S  gheibh  mi  Fine  bhàn  gun  smalan. 

E  ho  ro  mo  run  an  cailin, 
E  ho  ro  mo  run  an  cailin, 
Mo  run  cailin  suaii'ce  'mhanrain, 
Tha  gach  la  a'  tigh'n  fo  m'  aire. 


MOLADH  AN  UISGE-BHEATHA. 


LUINNEAG. 


Ho  ro  gur  toigh  leinn  drama, 
Ho  ro  gur  toigh  leinn  drama, 

Ho  ro  gur  toigh  leinn  drama, 
'S  ioma  fear  tl  an  oreall  air. 
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Mo  ghaol  an  coilgeamach  spraiceil, 

Dh'fhas  gu  foirmeil,  meanmnach,  maiseacli, 

Dli'fhàs  gu  spèiseil,  treabhacli,  tapaidli, 
Neo-lapach  san  aimlireit. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Acli  tròcair  g'an  d'  f  huair  a  chailleach, 

Blia  uair-eigin  anns  na  Hearadh ; 
Cha  mlieasa  ni  mi  do  mholadh, 

Ge  do  lean  mi  'm  fonn  aic'. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Thagh  i'm  fonn  so,  's  sheinn  i  cliù  dhiit, 

Dh'aithnich  i'n  sgoinn  a  bh'anns  an  drùthaig, 

'Nuair  a  bhiodh  a  brù  san  rùpail, 
B'e  'run  thu  bhi  teann  oirr'. 
Ho  ro,  &c. 

Acli  's  tu  'm  fear  briodalach,  sùgach, 
Chuireadh  ar  mi-ghean  air  chùl  dninn, 

'S  a  chuireadli  teas  oirnn  san  dùlaclid, 
'Nuair  bu  ghnù  an  geamhradh, 
HÒ  TO,  àc. 

Stutb  glan  na  Toiseachd,  gun  truailleadh, 
Gur  ioc-sWaint  choir  am  beil  buaidli  è ; 

'S  tu  thogadh  m'inntinn  gu  suairceas, 
'S  cba  b'e  druaip  na  Frainge. 
HÒ  rb,  &c. 

'S  tu  'n  gill'  èibbinn,  meanmnach,  boidlieach, 
Chuireadh  na  cailleachan  gu  boilich, 

Bheireadh  fjeanchas  as  na  h-bighean, 
Air  ro-r.Jibid  am  baindeachd. 
Hb  ro,  &c. 
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Chuireadh  tu  nails'  aims  a  blia'-laoch, 
Sparradli  tu  uaill  anns  an  arrachd, 

Dh'  fhagadh  tu  cho  suairc'  fear  dreamach, 
'S  nach  biodh  air'  air  dranndan. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

'S  tu  mo  laochan  soitheamh,  siobhalt, 

Clia  bhi  loinn  ach  far  am  bi  thu; 
Fograi'  tu  air  falbh  gacli  mi-ghean 

'S  bheir  thu  sith  a  aimhreit'. 
Ho  ro,  &c. 

'S  mor  tha  thlaclid  air  do  luclid  toireachd- 
Bitliidh  iad  fialaidh,  pailt  ma'n  stòras, 

Chaoidh  cha  sgrubair  's  an  taigh-bsd  iad, 
Sgapadh  òir  'na  dheann  leo. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Cha'n'eil  cleireacb,  no  pears-eaglais, 

Crabhacli,  teallsanach,  no  sagart, 
Dha  nacli  toir  thu  caochladh  aigne — 

Sparra'  cèill  san  amhlair. 
HÒ  rb,  &c. 

Cha'  n'eil  cleasaich  anns  an  rioghachd 

Dha'  m  bu  leas  a  dhol  a  stri  riut, 
Dh'f  hàgadh  tu  esan  na  shineadh, 

'S  pioban  as  gach  ceann  deth. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Dh'f  hàgadh  tu  fear  mosach  fialaidh, 
Dheana'  tu  fear  tosdach  briathrach, 

Chuire'  tu  sog  air  fear  cianail, 
Tie  d'  shoghraidhean  greannai\ 
Hb  rb,  &c. 
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Dh'fhàga'  tu  clio  slàn  fear  bachdach, 
'S  è  gun  iclij  gun  oich,  gun  acain, 

'G  eiridh  le  sunnd  air  a  leth-chois, 
Gu  spailpeil  a  dhàmhsa. 
Ho  TO,  àc. 

Chuire'  tu  bodaich  gu  beadradli, 

'S  na  cromaichean  sgrogacli,  sgreagach, 
Gu  eiridh  gu  frogail,  sa  clieigeil, 

Ri  sgeig  air  an  t-seann  aois. 
Ho  ro,  &c. 
Bu  tu  suiriclieadh  mo  rùin-sa, 

(Ge  d'  tliu'irt  na  mnatlian  nacli  b'fhiu  thu,) 
'Nuair  a  thachras  tu  'sa  cMil  riu, 

Bbeir  thu  cùis  gun  taing  dhiu. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Bu  tu  caraid  an  fbir-fbacail, 

Bbeireadh  fuasgla'  dba  gu  tapaidh. 

Ge  nacb  bl  e  dhiot  ach  cairteal, 
'S  blasdmboirid  a  cbainnt  e. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Tha  cho  liugha  buaidh  air  fa,s  ort, 

'S  gu  la-luain  nach  faod  mi'n  àireamb, 

Ach  'se  sgaoil  do  chliu  's  gach  àite — 
Na  Bàird  a  bhi'n  geall  ort. 
HÒ  ro,  &c. 

Thogadh  ort  nach  b'f heairde  mis  thu, 

Gu'n  ghoid  thu  mo  chuid  gun  fhios  uam; 

Ach  gun  taing  do  luchd  do  mhiosgainn 
Cha  /jhreid  mise  drannd  dhetli. 

F  )  TO,  &c. 
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Acli  bha  mi  uair,  's  bu  luaclimlior  t'fheum  dbomh, 
Ge  nacli  tiiig  matb-shluagh  gun  chèill  e, 

Dum  amabam,  sed  quid  refert, 
No  'ghraisg  quae,  amanda. 


MAC-NA-BRACHA. 

'Nuair  a  rinn  am  bard  an  t-òran  roi'-sgrìobhta,  tharladh 
gu'n  robh  Duanair'  àraidh  'na  nkbuidheachd,  a  bha'n  dull 
gun  robh  e-fein  cho  comasach,  air  an  uisge-bheath'  a  dhi- 
teadh,  sa  bha'm  bard  air  a  mholadb  ;  agus  thoisich  e  air 
anns  na  briathrean  so: — "  Ho  rd  cha  toiyhlcinn  drama, 
leannan  nam  fear  aimh-reith,'^  d-c. 

Rinn  am  bard  an  t-òran  a  leanas  ann  an  eiric  an  drain 
sin. 

LUIXXEAG. 

'S  toigb  linn  drama,  lion  a'  gblaine, 
Cuir  an  t-searrag  sin  a  nail  ; 

Mac-na-brach'  an  gille  gasda, 
Cba  bu  rapaii-ean  a  chlann. 

Ge  b'e  dhi-mol  tbu  le  'tbeangaidb, 
B'olc  an  aithne  bba  'na  cheann, 

Mur  d'thig  thu  f  hathast  'na  charamh, 
G'um  beil  mo  bbarail-sa  meallt'. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 

Na'm  b'e  duine  dba  nach  b'èol  tbu, 

Dbeana'  foirneart  ort  le  cainnt, 
Clia  bliidbeamaid  fein  'ga  leanmhuinn, 
Chionn  's  gu'm  biodli  do  sbealbh  aii'  ganu. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  «fcc. 

e2 
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Acli  fear  a  bha  greis  'nad  cliomunn, 
Cha  b'e  chomain-sa  a  bh'ann — 

Bhi  'cur  mi-cliliù.  air  do  nàdur, 
Gur  ann  dhàsan  bhios  a  cball, 
'S  toigli  linn  drama,  &c. 

Co  dh'aoireadh  fear  do  blièusan, 
Ge  do  blieirt'  e  fein  'san  Fhraing  ? 

No  dhi-moladli  stuth  na  Toiseacbd  1 
Ach  trudar  nach  oladh  dram. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c, 

Stutb  glan  na  Toiseachd  gun  truailieadli, 

An  ioc-sblaint  a's  uaisle  t'  ann ; 
'S  fearr  do  leigheas  na  gacb  lighicli, 

Bba  no  bhitheas  a  measg  Gball. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 
Cia  mar  a  dheanamaid  banais  Ì 

Cumhnanta,  no  ceangal  teann  ? 
Mur  bi  dram  againn  do'n  Chleireacli, 

Gur  leibeideach  fèum  a  pheann. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 

Tba  luclid  crabliaidb  dha  do  dliiteadli, 

Le  ciil-cbainnt  a's  briodal  feall ; 
Ge  d'  nach  aidich  iad  le'm  beoil  thu, 

Olaidh  iad  thu  mar  an  t-allt. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 
A  Chlèir  fein,  ge  sèunt'  an  cota, 

Tha'n  sgornanan  ort  an  geall ; 
Tha  cuid  ac'  a  ghabhas  fraoileadh, 

Cho  math  ri  saighdear  sa'  champ. 
'S  toigh  linn  cbama,  &c. 
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An  t-OLLA  Mac-Iain*"  le  'Bheurla, 
Le  'Laidinn  's  le  'Ghreugais-chainnt, 

Gu'n  d'  f  hag  stuth  uaibhreacli  nan  Gael, 
Teang'  a'  chànanaich  ud  mall. 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 

'N  uair  thug  e  ruaig  air  feadh  na  h-Alba, 
'S  air  feadh  nan  garbh-chrioch  ud  thall, 

D'  fhàg  mac-na-brach'  e  gun  lide 
'Na  amadan  liodach,  dall ! 
'S  toigh  linn  drama,  &c. 

Gu'm  b'ait  learn  fein,  fhir  mo  chridhe, 
Bhi  mar  ri  d'  bhuidhinn  's  gach  am.— 

'S  trie  a  bha  sinn  'nar  dithis, 

Gun  phiob,  gun  fhidhill,  a'  danns  ! 

'S  toigh  linn  drama,  lion  a'  ghlaine, 

Cuir  an  t-searrag  sin  a  nail, 
Mac-na-brach'  an  gille  gasda. 

Cha  bu  rapairean  a  chlann. 

^  I>?  bamuel  Johnsoa. 
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MOLADH  NA  A-OIGHE  GAELIOii 

Air  Fonn — "  Mount  your  haggacje^ 

A  Nighean  blioidheacli 

An  or-fliuilt  bliaclialaicli, 

Nan  gorm-shul  miogach, 

'S  nam  min  bhas  sneachda-glieal, 

Gu'n  siubhlainn  reidlileacli 

A's  sleibhtean  Bhreatainn  leat, 

Fo  earradh  sgaoilte 

De  dh'aodach  breacain  orm. 

'S  e  sud  an  t-eideadh 
Hi  'n  eireadh  m'aigne-sa, 
'S  mo  nighean  Ghàèlacli, 
Aliiinn  agam  ann ; 
O  bheul  na  li-oidliclie 
Gu  soills'  na  madainne, 
Gu'm  b'ait  nar  sùgradh 
Gun  dùiseal  cadail  oimn. 

Ge  d'  tha  na  bain-tigbearnan 
Gallda,  fasanta, 
Thug  oigh  na  Gàelig, 
Barr,  am  mais',  orra, 
Gur  ainnir  sboigbn'  i 
Gun  sgoid  ri  dearc'  oirre, 
'Na  b-earradh  glè-mbatb 
De  db'eadacb  breacanach. 
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Gur  foinnidh,  mlleanta, 
Direach,  dreaclimhor  i ; 
Cha  liib  am  feornain 
Fo  Lroig  'nuair  shaltras  i; 
Tha  deirge  a's  gile 
Co-mhire  gleacbdanaicli, 
'JSTa  giiùis  ghil,  èibhinn, 
Rinn  cèudan  airtneulach. 

Rèidli  dlieud  cliomlinard 
An  ordiigh  innealta, 
Fo  bliilibli  sàr-dhaitht', 
Air  bhlath  hhermillian; 
Tlia  h-aghaidh  nàrach 
Cho  Ian  de  cbinealtaclid, 
'S  gn'n  d'tliug  a  h-aogas, 
Gacli  aon  an  ciomachas. 

Gur  binne  cbmhradh 
Na  oraid  fhileanta  ; 
Tha  giith  ni's  ceòlmhoir', 
Na  bigh-cheol  binn-fhaclacL  \ 
Cha  laidheadh  bron  oirnn, 
No  leon,  no  iomadan, 
Ei  faighinn  sgeil  duinn 
O  blieiil  na  finne  sin. 

'Nuair  tbig  a  Bhealtainn, 
'S  an  Samhradh  liisanach, 
Bi'dh  sinn  air  àiridh, 
Air  àrd  nan  uchdanan, 
Bi'dh  emit  nan  gleanntai 
Gu  canntair,  cuirteasach. 
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Gu  trie  'gar  dusgadh 
Le  surd  gu  moch-eiridh. 

'S  bi'dh  'n  crodh,  's  na  caoraicfc, 
'S  an  fhraoch  ag  inealtradh, 
'S  na  goblira  bailg-fhionn, 
Gu  ball-bhreac,  bior-shuileach, 
Bi'dh  'n  t-àl  'san  leimnicli 
Gun  cheill,  gun  chin  orra, 
Ri  gleachd  's  ri  comhraig 
Sa  snotadh  bhileagan. 

Bi'dh  mise,  a's  Mairi 
Gach  la  'sna  glacagan, 
No'n  doire  gèugach 
Nan  èunan  breac-iteach, 
Bi'dh  cuach,  a's  smeorach, 
Ri  cebl  's  ri  caiseamachd, 
'S  a'  gabhail  bran 
Le  sgornain  bhlasda  dhuinT]. 


GRAN 

(a  einn  am  bard) 

ivlAR  GU»N  DEANADH  OIG-FHEAR  D'A  LEAN- 
NAN,  ATR  DH'I  A  THREIGEADH,  AGUS 
TAOBHADH  EI  PIOBAIR  A  MHUINNTIR 
CHINN-TAILE. 

B'e  tui'us  na  dunach,  gun  bhuinig, 
Gun  phiseach,  dhomh  fein, 
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Thug  mis'  o  na  bhaile, 

A  null  air  a'  blieallach  an  dè ; 

Ge  d'  tliarladh  dhomh  fhaiglnnn, 

Gu'm  b'f  hearr  learn  an  naigheachd  na  brèug; 

Mo  leannan  blii  posadh 

Fir  eile,  le  deoin  o'n  a'  Chlèir. 

Air  failirinn,  illii'inn,  uillirinn, 

O  's  mi  caoidh 

'S  cniaidh  fhortan  gun  fhios, 

A  cbuir  mis'  ann  an  luib  do  gbaoil. 

Cha  diiicli  mi  tuille 
Ri  eid-bheann,  no  mullach  nan  stùc, 
Far  'm  bi  na  feigli  bhreangach 
Ag  eiridh  'nan  dreangainn  gu  h-ùr; 
Gu'n  dhiochui'naich  m'  aire-sa 
Guileag  na  h-eal'  air  a'  bhùrn, 
Cha  ghiùlain  mi  gunna, — 
Cha  mho  ni  mi  furan  ri  cù. 
Air  failirinn,  illirinn,  àc. 

Cha  d'theid  mi  do'n  ghleannan 
An  cluinnear  guth  tairis  na  cuaich, 
A's  liiinneag  na  smeoraich, 
Am  barraibh  nan  ro-chrannaibh  sliuas. 
Bi'dh  oganaich  gheanach 
A'  sugi-adh  ri  leannanan  suaiix; 
'S  bi'dh  mise  fo  mhi-ghean 
Gu'n  caidil  mi  diblidh  san  uaigh ! 
Air  failiiinn,  illii'inn,  &c. 

'Nuair  dJi'amhairc  mi  cheud  uair, 
Bean  t'è  igais,  do  cheill,  a's  do  chliù, 
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Gun  d'fliàs,  mo  gliaol  maireann, 
'S  e  'sir  tliigli'nn  fos-near  dhomli  ni's  mo ; 
Blia  mise  gu  gorach,  'gad  altrum 
Le  dochas,  a's  dùil — 
Gu'm  bitheadh  tu  deonach, 
A  rithist  mo  phosadh  ri  ùin. 
Ail"  failirinn,  illirinn,  &c. 

Ge  dnilich  le  m'  cliàirdean,  mo  mhulad, 
Mo  chàs,  a's  mi  'm  pèin; 
Gur  docair  mo  leigheas, 
Gun  m*  fhurtachd  ri  faigliinn  aig  lèigh, 
Tha  doruinn  mo  chridlie, 
Fadheoidli  'ga  mo  ruighinn  cho  mèud, 
On  tlireig  thu  mi  Mhairiread, 
Gur  deacair  mo  thearmunn  o'n  Eug  ! 
Air  failirinn,  illirinn,  &c. 

Air  learn  nach.  b'e  'n  gliocas, 
Dhomh  fein  sud  gun  tuitinn  'an  gaol. 
A  chailin  a  tbrèig  mi 
Sa  chuir  an  neo-spèis  mi  eho  faoin  ; 
Na'n  smaoinichinn  ceart  air, 
Gu'm  fasadh  an  lasaii'  sin  caoin  j 
Gu'm  bathainn  i  buileach, 
'S  cha  chuireadli  i  tuille  mi  'n  lugh'd. 
Air  failirinn  illiiinn,  &c. 

Ma  fbuair  tliu  dc  ^«}ghainn 

De  dh-f  hearaibli  an  dombain  gu  lèir, 

Tha  fios  aig  na  b-eolaicb 

Ma  bhuilich  thu  treoireil  do  spèis — 
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A'  sùgradh,  's  a'  beadradli, 
Ri  rianadair  feadan  nan  gleus, 
A's  pealaid  na  caoracli 
A'  glacadli  na  gaoitli  as  a  bhèul, 
Air  failii'inn,  illirinn,  &c. 

Ged  tha  mi  gun  ealaidli, 

Gim  aù'gead,  gun  onaii*,  gun  stor, 

Gun  cliruit,  gun  clieol  pioba, 

Cha  laidli  mi  fo  mhi-ghean  dha  'm  dheoin; 

O'n  cliuimbnich  mi  nis  aù', 

Gu'n  tog  mi  mo  mhisneach  ni's  mo, 

Bi'dh  mis'  ann  an  Gearr-Loch, 

Bi'dh  tus  an  Cinn-tàile  nam  bo. 

Ail'  failirinn,  illiiinn,  uilliiinn, 

O  's  mi  'caoidh  ! 

'S  cruaidli  fhoi-tan  gun  f hios, 

A  chuii'  mis'  ann  an  luib  do  ghaoil. 


ORAN  AIR  CUPID,  &c. 

LUINNEAG. 

HÒ  r5  ladie  dliui',  liò  r5  eile, 
Ho  ro  ladie  dhui',  ho  ro  eile, 
HÒ  ro  ladie  dliui',  ho  ro  eile, 
Gu'm  b'èibhinn  le  m'aigne 
An  ladie  na'm  feudadk 

f 
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Nach  mireagach  Cupid, 
'S  e  'sùgradh  ri'  mliathair; 
Dia  brionnacli  gun  suilean, 
An  dull  gur  ceol-gair'  e, 
A'  tilgeadh  air  thuaiream, 
Mu'n  cuairt  anns  gach  àite, 
A  shaighdean  beag,  giiineacli, 
Mar's  urrainn  e'n  sàthadh. 
Ho  r6  ladie  dhui',  &c. 

Bha  sagart  's  na  crioclian, 

'S  bu  diadhaidli  'm  fear  leughaidh^ 

Air  dunadh  le  creideamh, 

'S  le  eagnaclid  cho  eudmhor  ; 

'S  b'ann  a  clieann-eagair, 

A  tbeagasg  bbi  bèusach 

Gun  ofrail  a  nasgadli 

Aig  altairean  Bhenuis. 

Ho  ro  ladie  dhui',  &c. 

'Nuair  a  chunnaic  a  bhaindia, 
Fear-teampuil  cbo  duire, 
Gun  urram  dh'a  maldachd, 
Gun  mliiagh  air  a  sùgi^adli ; 
Chuir  i  'n  dia  dalldach, 
Beag,  feallsacb,  gun  suilean, 
Dh'  fheuchainn  am  feudadh  e, 
A  ghlèusadh  gu  h-urlaim. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dliui',  &c. 

'Nuaìr  dMuchd  an  dia  baothar, 
Beag,  faoilteacli,  mu'u  cuaii't  da, 
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Gu'n  thilg  e  air  saighead, 
O  cliailin  na  buaile 
Chaidh  'n  sagart  na  lasair, 
'S  clia  cliuii-t'  as  gii  là-luain  fc, 
Mar  bhiodli  g\i'n  gheill  e, 
Do  Bhenus  san  uair  sin. 
Ho  ro  ladie  dliui',  &c. 

'S  b'e  aidmheil  an  Lebhit, 
'Nuair  a  b'  èigin  da  umhlachd, 
Gu  'm  b'  f  heairde  gach  buachaille 
Gruagacli  a  phusadh, 
'S  bba  cailin  na  buaile, 
Cbo  buan  ann  a  shuilean, 
'S  gun  robli  i  'na  aigne, 
'Na  cliadal  's  'na  dhusgadh. 
HÒ  ro  ladle  dhni',  &c. 

'S  e  fatli  gbabb  an  sagart, 
Air  caidridli  na  h-bighe. 
Air  dha  bhi  air  madainn, 
'Ga  h-aidmheil  'na  sheomar, 
A  glacadb  'sa  leagadh, 
Air  leabaidb  bhig  cbomlinaird, 
'S  mu's  maitbeadh  è  peacadii, 
Bbi  tacan  'ga  pogadb. 

HÒ  r6  ladie  dhni',  &c 
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CUMHADH  A  BHAIRD  AIR  SON  A 

LEANNAIN. 

Air  Fonn — ^^  Farewell  to  Lochahery 

Ged  is  socracli  mo  leabaidh, 
Cha'n  e'n  cadal  mo  mhiann, 
Leis  an  luasgan  s'  th'air  m'aigne, 
O  cliionn  fad'  agiis  cian ; 
Gil  'm  beil  teine  'na  lasair, 
Gun  dol  as  ann  am  chliabli, 
Tabhairt  brosnacliaidh  ghèir  dliomli, 
Gil  bhi  'g  èiridh  's  a'  triall. 

CO'-SHEIRM. 

Seinn  eibhinn,  seinn  eibliinn, 
Seinn  eibhinn  an  dàil, 
Seinn  eibhinn  bhinn  eibhinn, 
Seinn  eibhinn  gach  la, 
Seinn  eibhinn,  binn,  eatrom, 
Seinn  eibhinn,  do  ghnà 
Seinn  eibhinn,  seinn  eibhinn, 
Chiiireadh  ni'  eislein  gii  làr. 

Tha  mi  corr  a's  tri  bliadhna. 

Air  mo  lionadh  le  gaol, 

'S  gach  aon  la  dhiii  'stiuradh, 

Saigbd'  ùir  ann  am  thaobli ; 

Cia  uav  's  leir  dhomh  ni  taitneach, 

Dh'alndeoin  pailteas  mo  mliaoin  1 
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'S  mi  as  èugmliais  do  mlianrain, 
Bhiodli  gim  ardan  rium  saor. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &g. 

'Se  do  mham^an  bu  mhiann  learn, 
'S  e  tigh'nu  gun  fliiaras  gun  gliruaim, 
Mar  ri  blasdachd  na  h-oraid, 
'Se  bu  clieol-bliinne  fuaim ; 
Dli'èireadli  m'  inntinn  gu  li-abhachd, 
Ri  linn  blii  'g  aireamb  gacli  buaidh, 
A  bha  co'-streupadli  ri  m'  leannan 
Baindidh,  farasda,  suairc. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 

'S  gur  gile  mo  leannan 
Na'n  eal'  air  an  t-snàmh, 
Gui'  binn'  i  na'n  smebracli, 
Am  barraibh  ro-chrann  's  a'  mliHigh, 
Gur  e  geamnachd  a  bèusan 
'S  i  gun  eacoir  'na  càil, 
A  lub  mise  gu  geilleadli 
Air  bbeag  eigin  do  gliràdh. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  àc. 

Gu'm  beil  maise  'na  h-eudann, 
Nach  feudainn-s'  a  luaidh  ; 
Tha  i  pailt  ann  an  ceutaidh, 
'S  an  ceill  a'  toirt  buaidh  ; 
Gun  a  coimeas  ri  fheatuinn 
Ann  an  sj^eis,  san  taobh  tuath-  — 
M'  og  mlnn-mhala  bhaindidh, 
Thogadh  m'  inntinn  o  ghruaim. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 

f2 
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*S  ge  do  bliitliinii  an  eugail, 
(Agus  leigh  air  toirt  dùil, 
Nach  biodli  furtachd  an  dan  domh, 
Ach  am  bàs  an  gearr  ùin',) 
Chuii'eadh  èugas  mo  mhin-mhal', 
Mo  mhi-ghean  air  chùl, — 
Ghlacainn  binneas  na  smeòraich 
A's  glieobbainn  solas  as  ùr. 
Seinn  eibbinn,  &c. 

Ge  binn  cuach  's  ge  binn  smeorach, 
'S  ge  binn  coisir  's  gach  crann, 
Seinn  ciùil  dhomh  'n  coill  smùdain, 
Theich  mo  sliugradh-s'  air  chall — 
Tha  mi  daonnan  a'  smaointeach, 
Air  mo  ghaol  anns  a'  ghleann, 
'S  mi  air  tuiteam  am  mi-ghean, 
Gun  a  briodal  bhi  ann. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  bhithinn-s'  's  mo  Mbin-mhula 
An  gleannan  rimheach  na  ciiaich, 
No  'n  doire  fasgach  na  smeoraich, 
Gabbail  solais  air  chuairt ; 
Cha  mbalairtinn  m'  èibhneas 
O  bhi  a  h-eugmhais  car  uair, 
Air  son  storais  f hear-stata, 
Dh'  aindeoin  àii'dead  an  uaill. 

Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 
Ge  bu  High  mi  air  Albainn, 
Le  cuid  aii'gid  a's  sprèidh, 
B'i  mo  roghainn  mo  Mhìn-mhal', 
Thar  gach  ribhinn  dhomh  fein. 
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Cha  bii  shuaimlineas  gu  bàs  domli 
N  aon  aite  fo  'n  ghrein, 
'S  mi  as  eugmhais  do  mhànrain, 
Gus  mo  thearnadli  o  bhèud. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 

Ach  mosg'leam  thairis  am  mi-ghean, 
'S  cuiream  dith  air  mo  ghruaim, 
Beb  ni's  faide  cha  bhi  mi 
Gun  mo  Mhin-mhala  sliùairc ! 
Oig  mhin  beir  mo  shoraidb 
Leat  'na  choirean  so  shiias, 
Seimi  mo  ruin  anns  a'  ghleannin, 
'S  tuigidh  'n  cailin  e  uat. 
Seinn  eibhinn,  &c. 


CTJACHAG  NAN  CEAOBH. 

A  CHUACHAG  nan  craobh,  nach  tiniagh  leat  mo 

cbaoidh, 
'G  osnaich  ri  oidhch'  clieothair. 
Shiubhlaiim  lem'  ghaol,  fo  dhubhar  nan  craobh. 
Gun  duin'  air  an  t-saoghal  f  heoraich. 
Thogainn  ri  gaoith  am  monadh  an  fhraoich, 
Mo  leabaidh  ri  taobh  dorainn — 
Do  chrùtha  geal  caomh  sinte  ri  m'  thaobh, 
'S  mise  'g  ad  chaoin  phogadh. 
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Cliunua'  mi  fèin  aisling,  's  cha  bhrèug, 

Dli'fhag  sin  mo  chrè  brònacli, 

Fear  mar  ri  tè,  a'  pogadli  a  bèil, 

A'  briodal  an  deigh  posadli ; 

Dli'ùraich  mo  mliiann,  dli'atli'raicli  mo  cliiall, 

Gliuil  mi  gu  dian,  doimeacli, — 

Gacli  cuisl'  agus  feith,  o  iochdar  mo  clileibli 

Thug  iad  gu  leum  co'-luatli ! 

Ort  tlia  mo  gheall,  cliaill  mi  mo  chonn, 

Tha  mi  fo  tlirom  clirèuclidan. 

Dli'aisigeadli  t'flionn  slainte  do'm  cliom, 

Dhiuchdadh  air  lorn  m'  èibhneas  ; 

Thiginn  ad  dliail,  chuirinn  ort  fàilt', 

Bliithinn  a  gliraidh  rèidh  riut — 

M'ulaidb  's  mo  mhiann,  m'  aigbear  's  mo  chiall. 

'S  ainnir  air  fiamh  grein'  thu. 

Tbuit  mi  le  d'gbatb,  mbill  thu  mo  rath, 

Striochd  mi  le  neart  dorainn; 

Saighdean  do  ghaoil  sàit'  anns  gach  taobh, 

'Thug  dhiom  gach  caoin  eo'-luath;     , 

Mhill  thu  mo  mhais,  ghoid  thu  mo  dhreach, 

'S  mheudaich  thu  gal  broin  domh; 

'S  mur  fuasgail  thu  trà,  le  t'fhuran  's  le  t'fhàilt' 

'S  cuideachd  am  bàs  dhomh-sa  ! 

'S  cama-lubach  t-fhalt  fanna-bhuidh'  nan  cleachd; 

'S  fabhradh  nan  rosg  àluinn ; 

Gruaidhean  mar  chaor,  broilleach  mar  aol, 

Anail  mar  ghaoth  gàraidh. — 

Gus  an  cuir  iad  mi  steach,  an  caol-taigh  nan  leac 

Bi'dh  mi  fo  neart  craidh  dheth, 
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Le  smaointinn  do  chleas,  's  do  shùgraidh  ma  seacli, 
Fo  dliuilleach  nam  preas  blàth'or. 

'S  mills  do  bheul,  's  comlmard  do  dheùd, 

Sùilean  air  lìdli  àirneig,* 

'Ghiùlaineadh  brèid,  iiallach  gu  feiil, 

'S  uasal  an  renl  àliiinn — 

Ach  's  truagli  gun  an  t-èud  tha'n  uaclidar  mo 

chleibh, 
'Gad  bliualadh-s'  an  ceud  àite. 
Na-m  faighinn  thii  rèidli  pùsd'  on  a  chlèir, 
B'fliasa  dliomh-fèin  tearnadli. 

'S  tu  'n  ainnir  tlia  giinn,  mìleanta,  binn, 

Le  d'  cheileire,  seinn  òran, 

'S  e  bhi  'na  do  dliàil  a  dh'oidliclie  sa  là, 

'Thoiliclieadh  càil  m'  òige  : 

Giir  gile  do  bhian  na  sneaclid  air  an  f  hiar, 

'S  na  canacli  air  sliabh  mòinticli, 

Na-n  deanadh  tu  rùin  tarraing  rium  dlù' 

Dheanainn  gach  tùrs'  fhògar. 

Càraii'  gu  rèidli  clacli  agus  crè 

Mil  m'  leabaidh-s'  a  blirì  t'iiaisle — 

'S  fada  mi  'n  èis  a'  feitlieamh  ort  fèin 

'S  nacli  togair  thii  glièiig  siias  leam, 

!N"a-m  b'thiis  a  bhiodh  tinn,  dheanainn-sa  luùa, 

Mas  biodli  tu  fo  cliuing  truaighe ; 

Acli  's  goii-id  an  dàil  gii  faicear  an  là, 

'M  bi  prasgan  a'  trà'l  m'uaigh-sa  ! 

*  A  sloe,  a  berry  of  the  blackthorn. 
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Mollachd  an  tùs,  aig  a'  mlinaoi  ghlùin, 

Nach  d'  adhlaic  sa'  chùil  beò  mi ! 

Mu'n  d'  f  huair  mi  ort  iùl  'ainnir  dheas  ùr, 

'S  nach  duraig  thu  fiù  pòig  dhomli, 

Tìnn  gun  bhi  slàn,  dùisgt'  as  mo  pkràmli, 

Cuimlineachadh  dàin-pòsaidh ; 

Mo  bheannachd  'ad  dheigh,  cheannaich  thu-fein, 

Le  d'  leannanaclid  gle  og  mi. 


GRAN  EADAE  AM  BARD,  AGUS  GAIL- 
LEAGH-MHILLEADH-NAN-DAN; 

ANNS  AM  BHEIL  AM  BARD  A'  MOLADH  A 
LEANNAIN;  AGUS  A'  CHAILLEACH  'GA 
DI-MOLADH. 

AM  BARD. 

AcH  gur  mise  tha  dmlicli, 
'S  mi  gu  muladach.  truagh, 
Cha'n  urra  mi  àireamli 
Mar  a  tha  mi 's  gach  uair; 
Gum  bheil  dorainn  mo  chridhe, 
'Ga  mo  ruighinn  cbo  cruaidh, 
Leis  a'  cliion'  thug  mi'n  ribliinn, 
O  nach  dirich  mi  suas. 

a'  CHAILLEACH. 

Tosd  a  shladai',  's  dean  fu'inn, 
'S  na  bi  'g  innsea'  nam  brèug, 
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Cha  clu'eid  mi  iiat  fatliasd, 
Nacli  'eil  da'ich  do  sgèul; 
Ma  til  a  i  clio  maiseach, 
'S  cho  pailt  aim  an  ceill, 
'S  nach  urra'  mi  t'aiclieadh, 
Bheir  mi  barr  dh'i  tliar  chèud. 

Ma's  a  Ribliinn  do  leannan, 

Faire  !  faire  !  hrahhoe! 

Clia  bhi  t'onoir  gun  anbharr ; 

Your  servant,  my  Lord, 

Mnr  a  fogliainn  leat  gruagacli, 

Ach  te  uasal  le  srol, 

Gits  am  faic  mi  do  bhanais, 

Cha  cban  mi  ni's  mo. 


Tlia  mo  leannan  ni's  àilte, 

Ka  tlia  san  Roinn-Eòrp, 

Gur  gile,  's  gur  glain'  i 

Na  canach  an  f  heoir  ; 

Gur  binne  na  'chlàrsacli 

Learn  àbhachd  a  beoil, — 

Aig  a  mliiad  s'  thug  mi  ghaol  A'if, 

Cha  'n  f  haod  mi  bhi  bèo  ! 

a'  chailleach. 

'S  tu  dh'  f  hosgail  thar  choir  e, 
'S  nach  sbradh  a'  bhrèug, 
'Sa  liughaJ  gnùis  rò-glilan 
'San  Eoinii-Eorpa  gu  leir. 
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Ma's  a  saDihladli  dh'i  'n  canach, 
Clia'n  aithne  dliomli  f  heum ; 
Ma's  Ò  'gaol  a  bheir  triall  ort, 
Deagh  bliliadhn'  as  do  dheigk 

Ma's  a  binne  na  'chlàrsach 

Leat  abhachd  a  beoil, 

Gur  neonach  nacli  cuala'  sinn 

Luaidh  air  a  ceol ; 

Mur  a  h-ealaidli  os  n'  iosal 

Ann  an  diomhaireachd  mhoir, 

Ris  an  eireadh  a  chridlie, 

Gun  acli  tri-'ear  m'a  coir. 

AM  BARD. 

'Si  mo  Leannan  an  'Uucag 
Air  na  ceudan  thug  barr, 
Gnùis  slioilleir,  caol-mhala', 
Sùil  thairis,  ghorm,  thlà, 
Beul  min  mar  an  t-sirist 
O'  milis  thig  failt' 
Gruaidh  dhearg  mar  na  caorau,-- 
Sud  aogais  mo  ghraidh. 

a'  chailleach. 
Mur  b'e  iteach  nsi/eucaig, 
Cha  bliiodh  speis  dh'i  no  diùdh  ; 
Cha'n  'eil  math  innt'  no  dolaidh 
Mar  a  toillich  i  'n  t-siiil ; 
Chuir  a  h-ioian,  sa  casan, 
Mi-dhreach  -ax  a  mùirn, 
Ge  d'  tha  spailp  as  a  h-eideadh, 
Gnra  h-eun  i  nach  fiii. 
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Gnùis  shoilleii'.  caol-mhala, 
Sùil  thairis,  ghorm,  tlila, 
Ge  d'  tha  taitneachdainn  seal  annt, 
Cha  mhair  iad  acli  gearr ; 
lafhaidh  bilean  dearg,  daite, 
Teaugaidh  sgaiteacli,  icra,  glièari-t'j— 
'S  mar  tha  seirce  'nan  gTuaidhean, 
Cha  bhuain'  iad  na  each  ! 


ORAN  A  RINN  AM  BARD  DO  CHAILIN  ARAIDH 
MAR  GU'M  BITHEADH  E  RI  SUIRIDH 
OIRRE;  AIR  DH'I  ANABARRA  TAMAILT" 
A  GHABHATL  AIR  SON  GU'N  NOCHADH 
SE  E  FEIN  IDIR  RITH  E. 

Air  Fonn — "  0!  gin  I  had  her  liappy  v:ad  1 6e,"  Sc. 

Chaidh  mi  shuirdh'  air  nighin, 
Bhoidhich,  bharr-fliinn,  bhuidhe, 

'S  ann  a  phill  mi  rithist, 
Mar  gu  'm  bidhinn  maol. 

LUINNEAG. 

Lei&  c.  bhall-da-rathrie, 

HÙ-Ò,  hì-ò,  haraidh, 
Leis  a  bhall-da-r£itlirie, 

HÙ-Ò,  haraidh,  hi. 
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Oidhclie  dhorclia  Dliomhnaich, 
Mar  nach  d'  ordaich  Pol  domlv 

Thug  mi  ruaig  air  mointicli, 
Dh'  iarraidh  pbig  a's  gaoil. 
Leis  a'  bhall-da-rathrie,  &c. 

Dh'  iarraidh  gaoil  a's  poige, 
Air  a'  nighinn  bhoidhich, 

Ainnii'  na  Rinn-Eorpa, 

Ged'  tha  comhnaidh  'n  taobhs'. 
Leis  a*  bhall-da-rathrie,  &c. 

Cha  lugha  na  diuchd, 

A  gheobhadh  maoin  de'  dùrac^d 
'S  mor  an  call  chuir  sùd  oii^n, 

Chaidh  a'  chuis'  fa-sgaoil, 
Leis  a'  bhall-da-rathrie,  &c. 

Thog  mi  orm  gu  frogail, 
Beul  an  anmoich  agam, 

Cha  b'ann  crom  mar  bhodach, 
Ach  gu  fada  caol. 

Leis  a'  bhall-da-rathrie,  (fee. 

Is  ioma'  poll  a's  iobar, 

Anns  an  d'  fhuair  mi  leagadli. 
Le  mo  chasaig  cheigich, 

Falbh  nan  creag  san  fhraoich. 
Leis  a  bhall-da-rathrie,  &c. 

Bha  fear  eolais  agam, 

Domhnullach  nam  beannaibh, 
Sealgaii*  geoidh  a's  eala' 

'S  cliamhaiD  n  mear  a'  mhaoir. 
Leis  a'  bhd,ll-da-rathrie,  &c. 
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'Kiiaii'  cliuala  mi  li-aidmlieil, 
Phaisg  mi  'n  taod  ma  claigeana 

Su'l  Roger  a  chaclal, 

Cha  d'  thuirt  bradai  dùrd. 
Leis  a'  bliall-da-rathrie,  ka. 

B'eigin  tille'  dliachaidh, 

Mar  dhuine  gun  tapadh, 
Aig  nach  biodli  de  dh'acfuinn', 

Na  readh  ceart  air  mnaoi'. 
Leis  a'  bhjvVda-ratkrie,  &c. 

'Nuair  a  theid  mi  laid"he 

Clia'n  f  haigli  mi  loclid  chadail, 

Le  mo  bliall-da-rathrie 
'G  eiridli  ri  mo  thaobh  ! 
Leis  a'  bhall-da-rathrie,  &c. 


ORAN  DO'N  CHAILIN  CHEUDISrA, 

A.IRSON  MOR  DHIUMB  A  BHI  AICE  RIS  A 
BHARD;  NACH  DO  MHOL  E  I  ANNS  AN 
ORAN  ROI'  -  SGRIOBHTA.  —  CHUALA'  'M 
BARD  SIN,  AGUS  THA  'N  T-ORAN  A 
LEANAS  MAR  GU'M  B'ANN  'GA  MOLADH. 

Air  Fonn — ^''  Lennoxes  love  to  Blantyrey 


Thogainn  fonn  gii  h-iullagacli, 

I^  sog  neo-throm,  gun  duilichinn. 
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Gu  cridheil,  siinndacli,  cuirealdach, 
'S  mi  'g-iillacliadh  gu  mànran. 

0  !  dheilbliinn*  tliok  a'  gliealacli  ort, 
Gabh  ait'  a'  measg  nam  'planatan, 

Clia  'n  ion  ad  comhnuidh  'n  talamli  dtut', 
Ach  speuran  soilleir  sar-glilan  ! 
Tiiogainn  fonn  gii  li-iullagach,  &c. 

Miir  Ban-dia  dliiuchd  o'n  athar  tliu, 
Cha  d'fhnaradh  samhladli  fathasd  dut, 

Cha  bhuineadh  dhuinne  labhairt  ort, 
'S  nacli  atliais  sinn  dlia  t'aireamh. 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 

Ach  o'n  as  dùilidh  talamhaidli  thii, 

Bheir  mis'  an  iunnsaidli  dliearblita  rium, 

'S  bi'dh  diirachd  mo  mliac-meanmuine, 
Gu  t'ainm  a  chuir  ni  's  airde. 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c, 

Gur  dealraiche  na  gheala-ghrian  thu, 
Air  baiTa-bhilidh  nan  sealg-bheannaibl'. 

Cur  dearg  lainnii-  air  garbh-shleibhtean, 
Mu  anmoichead  nan  trathan  ! 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 

Gur  cuspair  binn  gach  Filidh  thu, 
An  ceol  'sa  fuinn,  san  iongantas, 

Is  tu  dhannsadh  grinn  a'  mkinibhity 
'  S  quadrilleachan  na  Spainnte. 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 

*  A  doll  or  image. 
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Thig  cinneabliar  lomliail  ban-rigli  dliut, 
Le  srol  nan  or-clirios  Frangach  air, 

'S  tu  dheilbliinn  og  gun  samhla'  dli'i 
Measg  bhain-tigliearnan  le  t'ailteacli ! 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 

Bi'dh  diucbdaclian  ag  umlilaclidadli, 
'S  a  tuiteam  air  an  gluinean  dut, 

A's  ciuin-sLealladli  do  glinùis  gil', 
Mar  ùr-chasg  o  na  blias  dhoibh. 
Tliogaian  fonn,  &c. 

Tha  innseag  cliaidi-eacb,  chaoimhneasach, 

An  aite  beag  os-roinn  agad, 
A's  br-cheardan  air  oidliclieachan 

Cur  dhaoimeanan  mar  gheard  oìit'  i 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 

Cruit-cliiuil  nan  Iti-chleas  Eadailteacb 
Gu  mùii-neach,  ciiii'teil,  beadarach^ 

Ma  dlieonaich  Pol,  no  Peadar  e 
Bheir  breabadaich  air  clàrsair? 
Thogainn  fonn,  &c. 


C)Q  ORAIX  LE  UILLEAM  KÒS. 


OEAN  EILE  DO'N  CHAILIN  CHEUDNA, 

AIR  DHI  DUAIS  A  THOIRT  DO  FHILIDH 
ARAIDH  AIR  SON  AOIR  A  DHEANAMH 
DO'N  BHARD. 

Air  an  Fhonn  Cheudna. 

luinneag. 

A  nighean  na  biodh  faran  oi-t, 

Ge  bbidheacli,  buidhe,  barr-fhionn  tbu 

Clia  bhi  mi  fein  ga  m'  f  harrach  ort, 
'S  ro-mhath  an  amdli  each  ort. 

Na  bi'n  gruaim  na's  faide  rium, 

'S  na  bi  'toirt  duals  air  abartas, 
O'n  's  leam-sa  bnaidh  na  h-agalaidh, 

O'n  aibidil  o'n  d'flias  i. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Tha  tighinn  fodham  innseadh  dhni, 
Gu'n  cualadh  mi  sgeiil'  mi-cheutach, 

Ach  masa  breug  na  firinn  è, 
Cha  chnir  mi  'n  iv'  e'n  dràsta. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Ma  dhiol  thu  air  son  misneach 

Thoirt  do  bhàrdan  maol  nan  ciotagaii, 

Biodh  gannra  gorm  na  piosagraich, 
A  nis  agad  mar  chlàrsair. 
A  nighean,  <fec. 
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Cha  b'e  sud  dan  an  t-sonais  da, 

Na  'm  b'  fhiach  an  tàsg  a  chronachadh, 

'S  nach  b'  ioghnadli  oigh  clio  conacli  riut, 
A  cheannacli  sgoil  Aos-dana. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

'S  a  bhri'  gach  sgeul'  a  chiiala'  mi, 
Mur  breug  a  riiidh  le  buaitlieam  e, 

Gu'n  cbuir  na  fir  cho  suarach  thu, 

'S  nach  d'thoir  iad  luaidii  gu  bràtli  ori 
A  nighean,  &c. 

(iu'n  dMult  fear  ban  Glilinn-Tanagaidh, 
Do  cheudan  marg  a's  teannadh  riut, 

Mar  gbrainich  thu  le  eanadas, 
Fir  oga,  gheala,  Ghearr-Loch. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Cha  cheil  mi  ort  gun  innseadh  dliut,  • 

Nach  cliii  air  cailin  finealta, 
'Nuair  dh'iarras  fear  gu  siobhalt  i, 

Gu'n  toil'  i  mi-mhodh  dha-san. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Cha  b'ionnan  sud  's  mo  leannan-sa. 

Gur  faoilteach,  fàilteach,  farasd  i, 
Gur  eibhinn,  sùgach,  geanach  i, 

'S  i  beusach,  banail,  nàrach. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Gur  dealbhach,  foinneamh,  direach  L 
Gur  loinneil,  soilleir,  fior-p;hlan,  i, 
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Gur  slios-ghlan,  fallain,  min-glieal  i, 

'S  gu'm  b'  ait  leani  fein  blii  laimh  rithe. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Gur  tapaidh,  malda,  ciatach  i, 

Gur  maiseacla,  tlachd-mlior,  sgiamliacli  i. 
Gur  ciuineil,  baindidh,  ciallacli  i, 

'Na  miann  mar  blia  Diana. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Ged  dh'  innseadh  ceudan  comhladh  e, 
'S  ge  d'  bhiodh  a'  Chleir  'ga  cho'dachadli, 

Cba  chreidinn  sgeul  nacli  cordadli  rium, 
Ki  'm  bheo  aii-  oigh  nan  tlà-sliiil. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Cha  treig  mi  chaoidh  mo  dhùrachd  dhiit, 
O'n  's  trie  a  bha  mi  'sùgradh  riut, 

'S  a'  choiir  an  seinn  nan  smùdanan. 
Gil  binn  an  tùs  a'  Mhaighe. 
A  nighean,  &c. 

Fhir  big  an  drasd'  a  dh'  imich  nainn, 
Thoii'  failt'  a  bhraighe  ghlinne  uam^ 

Beir  soraidh  dh'  fhios  na  fine  sin. 
A's  innis  dh'i  mar  thà  mi 
A  nighean,  &c. 
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lORRAM. 

Air  Foxn — ^^Ailean  luidich  na  hiodh  dltli  ort,^  <ùc. 

Mile  mai'bliaisg  air  na  bodaicli, 
Anns  an  am  so  cogadli  oirnne  ; 
'S  na  ma  fearr  bliios  d'an  cuid  gaotliar, 
Call  an  taghail  air  an  t-seors'  iid. 

'S  na  ma  fearr  bliios  d'an  cuid  gaothar, 
Call  an  tagbail  air  an  t-seors'  nd  ; 
Call  an  cuspair  air  gacli  eilid, 
Gus  an  teirinn  iad  gn  comlinard. 

Call  an  cuspaii'  air  gach  eilid, 
Gus  an  teirinn  iad  gu  comlinard  ; 
Seacliaran  seilg  air  gach  fii-eacli, 
Gun  srad  tlieine  blii  nan  ordaibh. 

Seacliaran  seilg  air  gach  fireach, 
Gun  srad  tlieine  bhi  nan  ordaibh  ; 
Tuiteam  seacliad  aii'  an  f  liiadhaich, 
AgTLs  sioladh  air  a'  mlibintich. 

Tuiteam  seachad  air  an  f  liiadhaich, 
A  gus  sioladh  air  a'  mlibintich; 
'S  beag  mo  loinn  do  luclid  nam  briogas, 
Ge  d'  robh  gliogadaich  'nam  pbcaid. 

'S  beag  mo  loinn  do  luchd  nam  briogas, 
Ge  d'  robh  gliogadaich  'nam  pbcaid ; 
'S  beag  rao  speis  do  luchd  nan  casag, 
Ged  is  7 !  d  a's  pailte  stbras. 
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'S  beag  mo  speis  do  liiclicl  nan  casag, 
Ged  is  iad  a's  pailiP  storas  ; 
'S  tmagh  nach  robn  mi  fein  's  mo  leannan, 
'S  a'  ghleannan  'an  goir  an  smeoracli. 

'S  truagli  nacli  robli  mi  fein  's  mo  leannan. 
'S  a'  ghleannan  'an  goir  an  smeorach  ; 
Anns  a'  choill  an  cluinnt'  an  smudan 
Seinn  a'  chiuil  san  dlii'  cliur  eorna. 

Anns  a'  choill'  an  cluinnt'  an  smiidau, 
Seinn  a'  chiuil  san  dlii'  chur  eorna ; 
Coisii'ean  am  barr  gach  gèige, 
Anns  an  flieasgar  cheitein  bhoidheach. 

Coisirean  am  barr  gach  geige, 
Anns  an  f  heasgar  cheitein  bhoidheach  ; 
Sgaoilinn  mo  bhreacan  mu'n  cuairt  dut, 
'S  chuireamaid  gach  gruaim  air  fògar. 

Sgaoilinn  mo  bhreacan  mu'n  cuairt  dut, 
'S  chuireamaid  gach  gi'uaim  air  f  ogar ; 
Mo  lamh  fo  do  mhuineal  glè-gheal, 
'S  mo  bheul  ri  do  bheul  'ga  phogadh. 

Mo  lamh  fo  do  mhuineal  glè-gheal, 
S  mo  bheul  ri  do  bheul  'ga  phogadh  , 
Cha  b'  fliada  'n  oidhche  gu  madainn, 
Gun  chadal  an  caidreamh  Mòraig. 

Cha  b'  f  hada  'n  oidhche  gu  madainn, 
Gun  chadal  an  caidreamh  Moraig ; 
Bu  bheag  m'  f  harmad  ri  Righ  Bhreatuiim, 
Ge  leis  Sasgunn  a's  Hanobhar. 
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Bu  bheag  m'  fharmad  ri  E,igli  Blireatuinri, 

Ge  leis  Sasgunn  a's  Hanobhar ; 

Ge  leis  Albainn  agus  Eirinn, 

Gu'm  b'annsadh  learn  fein  do  chomhradli. 


BRUGHAICHEAN  GHLINNE-BBAON. 

LUINNEAG. 

Beir  mo  sboraidh  le  durachd, 

Do  ribhinn  nan  dlù-chiabli, 

Bis  an  trie  bha  mi  'sùgradb, 

Ann  am  Brugliaichean  Gblinne-Braon 

Gur  e  mis'  tha  gu  cianail, 
'S  mi  clio  fad  uat  am  bliadhna, 
Tha  liunn-dubh  air  mo  shiaradh, 
'S  mi  ri  iargain  do  ghaoil. 
Beir  mo  sboraidli,  (fee. 

Cha  'n  f  lieud  mi  bbi  subbaeli, 
Gur  e's  bèus  domh  bhi  dubhacli, 
Cba  diiich  mi  brugliach, 
Chaidh  mo  sliiubhal  an  lugb'd. 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  &c, 

Chaidh  m'  astar  am  maillead, 
O  nach  faic  mi  mo  leannan^ 
'S  ann  a  chleachd  mi  bhi  mar  liut, 
Ann  an  gleannan  a'  chaoil, 
Beir  mo  shoraidh,  &c. 
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Anns  a'  clioiir  am  bi'n  smùdan* 
'S  e  gu  binn  a'  seinn  ciuil  duinn, 
Cuacli  a's  smeòracli  'gar  diisgadL, 
'Cur  na  smùid  diù  le  faoilt'. 
Beir  mo  slioraidli,  &c. 

'S  trie  a  bha  mi  's  tn  mireadh, 
Agus  each  'ga  nar  sireadli, 
Gus  'm  bu  deonaeh  linn  tilleadb, 
Gu  Innis  nan  laogb. 
Beir  mo  sboraidh,  &e. 

Sinn  air  fàireadh  na  tulaieh, 
'S  mo  lamb  tbar  do  mliuineal, 
Sinn  ag  eisdeaelid  nan  luinneag, 
Bhiodb  am  mullach  nan  eraobh. 
Beir  mo  shoraidli,  &e.     ' 

Tha  mise  ^ga  ràite, 
'S  elia  'n  urra  mi  àielieadb, 
Gura  iomadaeb  saruch' 
Thig  air  àiridli  nacli  saoil. 
Beir  mo  sboraidh,  &c. 

Gur  mis'  tha  sa'  champar, 
'S  mi  fo  chis  anns  an  am  so, 
Ann  am  priosan  na  Frainge, 
Fo  ainneart  gach  aon. 
Beir  mo  sbr)raidh,  &c. 

Ann  an  sebn  nichean  glaiste, 
Gun  chebl,  nu  gun  mhacnas, 

*  The  Ringdove. 
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Gun  ordiigh  a  Sasgurm, 
Mo  tlioift  dhathaigh  gu  saor. 
Beir  mo  slioraidh,  &c. 

Cha  b'ionnan  siid  agus  m'  àbhaist. 
A  Biubhal  nam  fàsacli, 
'S  a'  direadh  nan  àrd-blieann, 
Gabliail  fàth  aii'  na  laoigli. 
Beir  mo  sboraidb,  &c. 

A'  smbhal  nan  stùc-blieann, 
Le  mo  ghunna  nacb  diùltadh ; 
'S  le  mo  plilasgaicLean  fùdair, 
Air  mo  ghlùn  anns  an  f  hraocli. 

Beir  mo  shoraidli  le  dùraclid, 

Do  ribbinn  nan  dlù-chiabli, 

Bis  an  trie  bha  mi  sùgi'adh, 

Ann  am  Brughaichean  Ghlinne-BraoEi 


COMHAIELE  BHAIBD  DO  MHAIGH- 
DEANAK  OGA. 

(ANN  AM  BEURLA  *S  AN  GAEHG.) 

Air  Fonn — "  The  Rock  and  wee  inckle  Tow!' 

Ve  honny  young  vi  ^ins,  ge  sgiobalt  'iir  cenm, 
ie  careful  gun  trei^,-  sibli,  an  f  beill  so  gun  dàil 

H 
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For  though  ye  he  handsome,  'a  ge  meacLair  'ur 

belli, 
'S  fior  nonsense  gun  clieill,  miir  reitich  sibli  tràtl\, 
For  old  age  is  a  beist  's  bidh  gacli  gne  clioire 

dh'i, 
Cur  dium-buaidh    air  a  snuadli   cba   blii   uair 

loinneil  d'i, 
Therefore,  don't  tarry,  hut  marry  gii  luatli, 
Ma's  bi  sibh  gu  truagli,  dol  am  buar  mar  a's  àill. 

For  beauty  is  fading,  gun  stad  acli  air  sge 
Mar  aiteal  do'n  ghrein  air  eudann  gach  aird; 
And  though  you  have  riches,   gur  tubaist  gun 

clieill, 
Mur  tuig  sibh'  ar  feum  air  an  fheill  so  'na  thrà. 
When  you  want,  you'll  repent,  hut  they  shan't 

marry  you. 
Their  gach  bean  tha  i  scan,  's  clia  d'thoir  fear 

aii^e  dh'i; 
Bidh  sibh-se  gu  dubhach,  ri  cumlia  's  ri  caoidh, 
A's  liunn-dubh  fo-thuinn  a  chaoidl^  ga  nar  cramh ! 

Nach  cuis  ghràin  agus  mi-thoirt,  seann  nighean 

gun  sgiamh 
'Na  briogaid  gun  mhiagh,  's  nach  iarrar  a  pog ! 
Bi'dh  h-aodann  air  casadh,  bi'dh  fait  air  fas  liath, 
Bi'dh  cam-char  'na  bial  a's  liar-char  'na  sròin, 
When  shell  luhine  and  7'epine,  cha  bhi  loinn  tuille 

dh'i, 
Not  a  kiss  a  gheobh  is'  she'll  he  meas  cumanta, 
Gun  cheile,  gun  leannan,  gun  teallach,  gun  tuar, 
Na  seasg-chaillich  thvuaigh,  fo  smuairean  's  fo 

bhron. 
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The  lily,  the  fairest  hy  far  of  the  flowers, 
Ge  moiteil  a  mliuirn  clia  inliair  è  acli  geaiT; 
And  the  beautiful  rose  of  most  glorious  hue, 
Tlia  shmiadh  dol  a  miigli  seacli  bnitliainn  a'  Mhaigli , 
Slid  mar's  nos  do  gacli  òìgh  tlia  gacli  lb  'scaii- 

acliadh, 
Giis  an  caill  iad  an  geall  's  nacli  e'n  t-am  teann- 

adh  rill, 
'N  nair  tlirèigeas  a'  mliaise,  sa  sgiiireas  an  loinn, 
Blii  'g  acain  a  cliaoidh  nacli  d'  rinn  iad  e  tràth. 


ORAN  A  EINN  AM  BARD  DO  FHEAR  TURUIS 
A  BHA  GABHAIL  NA  SLIGHE  MAILLE 
RIS  AS  AN  TAOBH-DEAS,  AIR  DHA  BHI 
RO  -  BHUAILTEACH  DO  DHUBHAILC 
ARAIDH. 

LUINNEAG. 

E  ho  ro  mo  Clialuman, 

Bi  fearail  mar  bu  dual  diit, 
Bii  duclias  o  do  sheanair  dliut, 

Blii  fanarach  air  gruagaicli : 
Na'n  tacliradli  caileag  ghorach  riut, 

Gan  doigh  aic'  air  bhi  glua?ad, 
Bu  iiiMann  leat  a  blii  turaban 

Sa  c  *  *  *  *  *  *  d  air  a  h-u     *  *  *  *  r ! 

An  cualadli  sibli  mu'n  Chaimbeulacli 
Bha  tliall  an  ceann  Strath-h-eurann, 
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'Nuair  noclid  e  ris  a'  Bliaintighearna, 

A  bhall  dar  blia  e  'g  èiridli ; 
Kug  i  air  a'  chabar 

Cliom  a  spealteadh  aims  na  spenraibh, 
'S  mar  b'e  miad  na  casadaich, 

Cha  niliis'  a  b'  fliasa'  greidheadh. 
E  ho  ro,  etc. 

Oidlicli'  ann  an  Dun-chaillean  diit, 

Cha'n  flianadh  tu  fo'n  aodacli, 
Gun  mliionnaicli  tliu  nacli  stadadli  in 

Gii'm  biodh  do  mliaide  'n  g  *****  d, 
Bha  croisean  anns  an  ratliad  ort, 

A  feitheamli  air  gacli  taobli  dliiot, 
Gun  d'thug  an  cu-dubli  glamadli  ort, 

A  chuir  o  mliatli  do  niliaolach. 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

Oidhch'  ann  an  Taigh-tabhairn  dhut, 

'S  gun  robh  sinn  ann  le  cheile, 
Aig  brughaichean  Bochudair, 

Gu'n  robli  do  chuid-sa  'g  èiridh, 
Dh'  fhalbh  thu  as  an  leabaidli  'uam, 

Gu'n  dad  ort  ach  do  leine, 
Gu'n  bhuail  am  meann-bhoc  bailgean  thu, 

Chuir  sud  an  dealg  o  fheum  ort. 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

'S  duilich  leam  a  Chalumain, 

Nach  fan  thu  as  an  èucoir, 
'S  nach  sgiiir  thu  dheth  an  t-striopachas, 

Gun  caj  1  thu  bhrigh  sa  bheusaich, 
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Mur  b'e  gu'n  cuirinn  mi-gliean  oi-t, 

Gu'n  innsinn  dha  na  Chleir  e — 
Nach  'eil  bean  og  no  cailleach, 

Air  nacli  f  arraich  tliu  do  plieiris  ! 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

'Bheil  cuimlin'  agad  dar  dli'fliag  thu  mi, 

Air  di'uim-na-Lairc  na  m'  onar, 
'Sa  thog  thu  oi-t  gn  h-inntinneach, 

Gu  bhi  'n  Cill-Fliinn  air  Dhonach, 
'S  mur  b'e  miad  an  eagail  'bh'ort, 

Ro  na  chreideamh  Phohxch, 
Gu-m  fiachadh  tu  do  chlach-bhalg, 

Air  nighean  ghlas  an  òsd-fhear. 
E  ho  ro,  &c. 

A  Chalum  bheirinn  comhairl'  ort, 

Na'n  gabhadh  tu  gu  caomh  i, 
O'n  tha  sinn  dol  a  dhealachadh, 

A's  neach  a  dol  gach  taobh  dhinn, 
Thu  leagadh  dhiot  nam  magaidean, 

A  bh'agad  ri  Nic-Cluccds, 
Ail'  neagh  gu  fuaidh  i  breaban  riut 

A  leagas  do  Mhac-Gruisleig  ! 
E  ho  ro,  ko. 
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OEAN  A  EINN  AM  BARD,  MAR  G  UN  DEANADH 
SEOLADAIR  DEASACH  E,  AIR  DHA  BHI 
ANN  AN  TAIGH-DANNSAIDH,  ANNS  AN 
TAOBH-TUATH.— THA'M  BARD  AIR  DEAN- 
AMH  AN  GRAIN  DO  REIR  GAELIG  AN 
T-SEOLADAIR  FEIN. 

Air  Fonn — ^^  Ach  gur  mis'  tha  gu  duilicìi^'  d-a 

Bha  mi  'n  raoir  san  taigh-dliannsaid]i, 
Bha  iad  tranga  gu  leor, 
Bha  na  h-ionagan  glan  ann, 
'S  iad  cho  cannacli  's  bu  choir 
Cha  robh  srad  air  a'  gliealbhan, 
O'n  a  dh'fhalbh  sinn  o  bhord, 
Ach  grainne  beag  luaithre 
Bha  fo  sguadradh  nam  brog. 

Bha  na  Maireagan  uil'  ann, 
Is  iad  air  tional  gach  taobh, 
Ge  d^  nach  d'  eirich  a'  Ghealach, 
Cha  robh  maill'  air  a  h-aon, 
B'  f  hearr  sud  na  bhi  'm  breislich, 
Cur  a  Cheti  fa'-sgaol, 
Na  bhi  pumpadh  na  Deonaid* 
Air  a  mhor-chuan  re  gaoith. 

Cha  'n  eil  beath'  ann  a's  boidhche, 
Na  th'aig  seoladair  fein, 

*  Seonaid. 
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Seach  gu'm  bi  è  na  mliaraicli, 
Bi'dli  na  cailean  a  dheigh', 
Bidh  na  h-ionagan  cannach, 
Ga  leantuinn  gu  leii^, 
Toirt  am  mionnan  gu  sure  ih  i, 
Nach  bi  trusair  gun  fheum  1 

An  d'thug  tliu  'naii-e  Kob  Taileir, 
'S  a  cbuid  Màireagan  fein, 
Agus  deidh  aig  na  h-oigliean, 
Air  a  phogadh  gu  leir  ; 
Bi'dh  esan  'gan  ruagaclh, 
*S  'gam  buaireadb  le  blieul, 
Tha  e  soii'eanta  so-gbradh't, 
Mar  gu'm  posadli  e  ceud. 

Am  fac  thu  'n  sgiobaii'  blia  laimh  ris, 
'S  a  Mhaireag  r'a  thaobh, 
A  lamh  tliar  a  muineal, 
'S  i  buileacli  'na  ghaol, 
Keag  i  leis  thar  Caol-Mhuile, 
Agus  tiumal  a  Mhaol, 
Gu  bhi  loradh  a  pMca, 
'Nuair  is  dripeal  a  gbaoth. 

Clia'n'eil  douht  arsa  Maireag, 

Nach  overhaUg  mi  ball, 

Acb  gille  gramail  bhi  shios  on-', 

Kacb  d'thoir  fiaradh  g'a  ceann  ; 

Ge  d^  a  tliigeadli  na  sgualaichean^ 

Cruaidli  o  na  gbleann, 

Clia  bhi'n  sgiobair  fo  mbi-ghean. 

Gus  an  diobair  a  clirann. 


80  GRAIN  LE  UILLEAM  Il53. 

Tha  iasgach  an  sgadain, 
Ro  blieag  againn  san  am, 
On  se  'n  t-ounair  tha  cost  oim, 
Cha  bhi  'm  hrot  oirn  air  cliall, 
Bithidli  gi'og  againn  daonnan, 
'S  cha  bhi  aon  fhear  gun  dram, 
'S  gheibh  sinn  nionagan  bocha* 
Gu  ar  pogadh  a's  taing. 

Gheibh  sinn  nionagan  bocha, 
A's  mnathan  oga  gu  rèidli, 
'Se  mo  roghainn-s'  an  nionag, 
On  a  bhios  mi  ri  beud  ; 
Thainig  comlilan  dhiu  tharais 
Air  a'  chala  so  'n  de, 
'S  bha  sinn  mar  riu  a'  dannsadli 
Fhad  sa  shanntaich  sinn  fein. 

Cha  'n  eil  shig  's  na  puirt  FJirangach 

Nach  danns  iad  air  uair, 

No  car  an  Dun-eidin 

Gun  aig  te  san  Taoi>h-Tuath ; 

Miann-siil  bhi  'ga  ieirsinn, 

'S  iad  a'  leumnaich  mu'n  cuaii-t, 

A[ar  ri  ba'-laoich  chinn-'illeach,+ 

^S  sgal  pioba  nan  ckiais  ! 

*  Boidheach. 

t  Ceann-'illeach,  i.e,   Ceaim-fidhle,  alluding  to  a  ship 
v.  JLli  a  fiddle  head. 
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ORAN 

A  rinn  am  bard  do  dhuin'  araidh  a  thuarasdalaich  e  re 
la,  air  son  togail  crò  a  poll  ;  agus  air  do'n  f  heasgar  teachd 
cha  d'thainig  an  duine  dhachaidh.  Air  son  so  bha  'm 
bard  fo  imcheist,  le  mor  ioghnadh  nach  robh  e  tighinn; 
air  an  aobhar  sin  cbuir  è  gille  beag  a  bha  mu'n  taigh  air  a 
thoir.  Thainig  an  gill'  air  ais,  ag  innseadh  do'n  bhàrd 
nach  robh  e  'n  sud  idir,  agns  gu'ni  b'è  mhòr  bharail-s' 
nach  bu  bheò  e.  Air  gabhail  eagail  do'n  bhard  gun 
d'thainig  sgiorradh  'na  char,  fadheoidh  d'  f  halbh  e  fein 
agus  f  huair  se  h  mairnealaich  ri  taobh  a'  phuiU  agus  an 
obair  gun  deanamh. 

Air  Fonn — "  Sgian  duhh  an  sprogain  chaim,.'" 

Marbhaisg  air  luclicl  mi-ruin, 
A  bha  'g  innseadh  dhomh  nam  brèug, 
Nach  bu  bheò  mo  charaide, 
Ma  chailleadh  e  b'e  'm  bèud ; 
'Nuair  thog  mi  orm  gu  bas-bhualadh, 
'S  gu  toirt-a-mach  gun  cheill, — 
Co  'fear  mbr  a  chitheamaid, 
A'  tighinn  ach  thu-fein ! 

Chi  mi  laoch  is  gaisgeanta, 

Dha  maiseil  thig  na  h-airm, 

A  ri  !  gur  mairg  a  chasadh  ort, 

Le  stri  'n  uair  lasadh  t'  f  hearg ; 

Fear  mor  tha  crodha  'n  ais-sith  thu, 

Bhiodh  speiceil,  spaiceil,  garg, 

'S  laoch  cho  treun  's  tha'm  Breatuinn  thu, 

Ro'n  teich  an  t-arm  doari^. 
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Cha  n'ioglina'  mi  blii  àrdanacli, 
'S  gur  càirdeacli  mi  dhut  fein, 
Armuinn  mhoii'  nam  brataichean 
'S  nan  du'-lann  sgaiteach,  gèur  ; 
Le  ceannas  cruaidli  neo-lapanach, 
A'  dol  am  baiteal  strèup  ; 
Dh'  eireadh  sog  a's  sunndaclid  oirn. 
Ki  cluinntin  guth  do  bbeil. 

'N  nair  bha  thu  'na  do  sheanaileir, 
San  iomairt  thall  air  chuan, 
Latha  Fontendi 

Gu'm  bii  leogbanta  do  shnuadh, 
'N  uair  dhThosgail  iad  am  bataraidh^ 
Gu'n  ghlac  thu  iad  san  naii', 
Thionndaidli  tliu  na  cannonmi, 
Gu  toirt  a'  BhaUe  nap'. 

Bu  cbuis-tliruais  na  Frangaich, 
'S  iad  'nan  deann  air  an  ratreat, 
A'  tilgeadh  dliiubh  nan  casagan 
Gu  faral  as  uat  fein ; 
Na  coisichean  's  na  marcaichean, 
'S  na  bh'  ac'  a  shluagh  gu  leir 
Dol  turaicliean,  air  tharaicbean, 
'S  cha  shealladh  iad  'nan  dèigh  ! 

Cha  b'fhada  bha  tbu  'ciosacliadh 

Nan  Innsin  sear  gu  leir, 

'N  uair  a  cbaidli  thu  'n  talamh  sin^ 

Thi  g  Hidercdidh  ge/ 1 ; 

Mar  b'e  litir  bhàn, 

A  chuir  a  Fharlamnid  'ad  dheigh, 


OEAIN  LE  UILLEAM  e5s.  83 

Thu  'n  talamli  teitli  sin  f  liagail, 
Mu'n  d'rea'db  do  slilaint  'an  èis. 

Bha  mi  'n  Siberaltar  leat, 
'Nam  ghlas-ghiullan  gun  trebir, 
A'  leidigeadh  nan  each  agad 
'S  'gam  faicinn  air  an  seol. 
Thog  tliu  o  she-sgillinn  mi 
Gu  leith-ghiniiie  de'n  or, — 
Fhuair  thu  posta  captain  dhomh 
Le  d'  fhacal  o  na  Bhord. 

A's  thug  mi  turas  eile  leat, 

Nach  ceil  mi  anns  an  am, 

'N  uair  shrac  thu  'm  peitean  sioda, 

Bha  air  nighean  Kigh  na  Fraing, 

Leag  thu  anns  an  t-seomair  i, 

Air  leabaidh  shroil  bha  thall  ! 

'S  ge  b'e  'n  rud  a  chuir  thu  'n  ceill  dh'i, 

Tomh'sibh  fein  e  chlann. 

'S  ann  an  sud  bha  bhri'agraich, 

'Sa  bhrithinn  thairis,  chaoin, 

Bha  ise,  'na'm  b'  f hior,  faralach, 

A's  tus  a  farrach  gaoil ; 

Ach  dh'aithnich  mi  'nuair  chaidh  thu'n  uachdarj 

Nach  biodh  t'  uarais  faoin, 

Chuir  thu  'n  t-urlar  as  an  leabaidh, 

'S  thug  sibh  glag  araon  ! 

Cha  d'rinn  an  Righ  dhiot  Bidire  ! 
San  trid-a-bac  dha  fein  ! 
Ach  ni  mi  fein  an  nis  dhiot  e 
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Thiotan  beag  gun  blireig, 

E-ù,  rà,  Ridire ! 

Bloidh  biodaige,  bun  sgèith, 

Luirach  mhailleach/claidhe  bearnacb, 

Clo^aid  nach  fearr  feum  ! 


ORAN  CCTMHAIDH 

A  BINN  AM  BAED'  NTJAIR  A  PHÒS  A  LEAN- 
NAN  (MOR  EOS)  AIR  DH'I  DHOL  DHACA- 
IDH  DO  SHASGUNN  MAILLE  RI  COMPAN- 
ACH. 

Air  Fonn — "  Rohai  dona  gorach." 

Ge  fada  'na  mo  tliamli  mi 
Tha  'n  damhair  dhomb  dùsgadh, 
Cia  f  àth  mu'n  tliriall  mo  mliam"an, 
'S  gu'm  b'abhaist  dbomh  sùgradJi  ? 
Caisson  a  bbitliinn  bronacb  1 
Mu'n  oigh  's  gun  a  diii  dliomh, 
Ged  gblac  i'n  luib  a  graidn  mi, 
Le  ambailtean  Chupid. 

Gach  fear  a  bhios  a'  feoraicb 

Mar  leonadh  le  g\ol  mi, 

Tha  roghainn  sucl  io'n  tuatlKJaidb, 
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On  's  dual  da  bhi  smaoiiiteacli ; 
Cha  'n  aidicli  mi  ach  foil  e, 
'S  cha  mliò  ni  mi  saoradli 
Thig  m'  ùr-sgeul  o  Apollo, 
Mar  sheolas  an  Naoinear. 

Ach  sud  mar  sheinneadli  Cormac,* 
'S  e  dearmad  a  cheud  gliaoil, 
'S  e  gabhail  cruit  da  iunnsaidh, 
Le  inneal  ciuil  'ga  ghlèusadli, 
On  chuir  Finne  'n  diii-chall, 
Mo  shùgradh  's  mo  bhèusan, 
Gu'm  bath  mi'n  guth  an  orghain, 
Le  torghan  mo  spèis  dh'i. 

*  Tradition  says  that  the  Corinac,  whom  the  Bard 
mentions  so  often  in  the  above  song,  was  an  Irish  harper, 
who  came  to  Scotland  and  visited  several  of  the  Highland 
Chiefs.  He  at  length  went  to  the  family  of  Macleod  oi 
Lewis,  and  served  him  for  several  years  as  a  harper. 
Having  fallen  in  love  with  Macleod's  eldest  daughter,  he 
resolved,  the  first  opportunity,  to  fly  with  her  to  Ireland. 
One  night,  after  supper,  Cormac  tuned  his  harp,  and 
played  a  Druidical  tune  of  the  name  of  "  Deuchain-ghleusC 
Mhic-d'-Chormaic"  which  had  the  power  to  lull  all  to 
sleep  who  were  within  hearing  of  it.  By  this  magic  music 
the  whole  of  Macleod's  household  fell  into  a  deep  slumber, 
Cormac  then  drew  a  large  dagger,  which  he  used  to  carry 
about  him,  called  Madag-achlais,  to  cut  Macleod's  throat. 
As  he  was  drawing  near  the  Chief  with  his  knife,  Mac- 
leod's eldest  sol  came  in,  after  returning  from  his  daily 
mountain  sports,  and  seeing  Cormac  approaching  his 
father  with  such  a  dreadful  weapon,  exdaimed — "Cor- 
mac! Cormac!  what  do  you  intend  to  do—  are  you  mad?" 
Cormac  replied,  "Mad,  my  young  man!  think  j^ou  so? 
I  am  not ;  but  I  hav    a  regard  for  your  fair  sister,  whom 

I 
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'N  uair  dli'eiricli  Caileau  Cormac 
Air  choiTa-glilens  gu  f  àrsan, 
Gru'n  d'fheòraicli  am  fear  og 
An  goraich  a  dli'  fhas  ann, 
'Sa  liughad  cailin  beul  dhearg, 
Cho  bèusacli  's  cho  narach, 
A's  Finne  th'air  an  fheill, 
A  tha  feumach  air  manran. 

'N  uair  cliual'  am  Macan-baotli  sin, 
'S  a  ghaol  blii  do-mliuclita, 
'Se  smaoinicli  e  gu  tliearbadh, 
Blii  falbli  as  a  dhutliaich, 
Ach  noclidadar  na  li-aobhair, 
'S  e  'n  caoiii  ruidli  le  tùrsa, 
Gun  ghlac  e  cruit  a's  sheinn  e, 
Le  binn  cliebl  as  iir  e. 

Bha  feiteacli  air  an  an  orghan, 
Aig  Cormaic  ri  ard-cheol, 
Mas  biodli  an  Fliinne  'n  uaclidar, 
Air  duan  na  fuaim  clàrsaich, 

I  am  resolved  to  bring  along  with  me  to  Ireland ;  and  aa 
your  aged  father  will  not  gratify  my  desire,  I  must  sever 
his  head  from  his  body  and  clear  my  way."  On  hearing 
this,  the  youth  replied,  "You  had  better  not,  as  you 
may  get  your  choice  of  a  thousand  virgins  in  Scotland, 
fairer  by  far  than  my  sister,  without  committing  so  cruel 
a  deed."  Cormac  said,  "You  speak  truly,  my  young 
man  ;  hand  me  my  lyre,  that  I  may  banish  the  virgin's 
love  with  the  sound  of  my  harp."  The  bard  uses  this 
history  as  a  text  to  the  above  song,  where  he  complains 
that  Cormac,  wdth  the  melody  of  his  harp,  had  cured  his 
kve,  while  a  remedy  for  his  own  was  never  to  be  found. 
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Ach  clia  d'fhuair  mise  sgeul 

Ann  am  Beurla  no  'n  Gàelig, 

A  dli'innseadli  dliomli  mar  dh'fliaodainu 

An  gaol  ud  a  smaladh. 

0  !  teirmeasg  air  a'  ghaol  sin, 

Nach  faodainn  a  threigeadb, 

A's  gur  è  chnir  an  lugh'd  mi 

Bhi  smaointinn  bean  t'èugais, 

'Se  'n  t-seii'C  a  bha  'n  ad  ghnuis-ghil, 

A  lub  mi  gu  eugail, 

'S  nacli  dean  Lighicli'  slàn  mi, 

Och  !  b'fhearr  gu'm  b'e  'n  t-èiig  e. 

Is  Ciomach  ann  ad  ghaol  mi 
Ri  smaointinn  bean  failteacLd  ; 
Cha  chadal  anns  an  oidhch'  dhomli, 
'S  cha  'n  f  hois  anns  an  la  dhomh ; 
Cha-n  fhacas  ri  mo  re, 
'S  cha-n  fhaigh  mi  sgeul  gu  bràth  air 
Ni  b'annsa'  na  bhi  reidh  's  tu, 
A  gheug  nam  bas  bana. 

Gur  binne  leam  do  chomhradh 

!Na  smeorach  nan  geugan, 

Na  cuach  sa  mhadainn  Mhaighe, 

'S  na  (^làrsach  nan  teudan, 

Na'n  i-Easpuig  air  la  Domhnaich 

'S  am  aior-shluagh  'ga  eisdeachd, 

Na  ge  do  chunnta'  storas 

Na  h-Eorpa  gu  leir  dhomh. 
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Carson  nach  d'nigacUi  dall  mi, 
Gun  cliainnt  no  gun  leirsinn? 
Mu-m  facas  t'aghaidli  bhaindidh, 
Rinn  aimhleas  nan  ceudan; 
O'n  cliunna'  mi  air  tliùs  thu, 
Bu  chliutacli  do  blieusan, — 
Clia-n  f  liasa'  leam  na'm  bàs 
A.  bhi  lathair  as  t'èugmhais  ! 

Acli  's  tiniagli  I  gn'm  beil  do  run-sa^ 

Cho  dùr  dlia  mo  leanmhuinn, 

'S  mo  cliridlie  steach  'ga  ghiulan, 

A  h-uile  taobh  dlia  falbli  mi, 

An  cadal  domli  no  dùsgadh 

A'  sugradh  no  'seanacbas 

Tha  sud  da  m'  i-uagadh  daonnan, 

'S  mi  sgaoilte  gun  tearmunn  ! 

Acb  fàgaidb  mi  mo  dbùtliaicb 
Gu  'n  diocb'naich  mi  paii^t  dbetb, 
Ro-mheud  's  a  thug  mi  run 
Ga  do  cbul  buidhe,  fainneach; 
Air  triall  dbomb  thar  m'  èolas 
A  dh'aindeoin  mo  chàirdean; 
Tha  saighead  air  mo  ghiulan, 
A  lùbas  gu  làr  mi  ! 

'S  a  nis'  o'n  a  thriall  thu, 

'S  nach  b'  fhiach  leat  mo  mhànran, 

A  chionn  's  nach  robh  mi  storasach. 

Mor  ann  an  stata, 

Ach  sud  /^e  d'  robh  da  'm  dhi'-sa, 

Cha  'n  is.^  ch  mi  paii'tinn, 
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Tlia  m'aigne  torrach,  fior-ghlan, 
Nach  diobair  gu  bràth  mi. 

Acli  ma's  a  triall  gun  dàil  dut, 
Gu  àite  na  mor-slieol, 
Gun  f  huii'each  ri  do  cliaii-dean, 
Do  dhaimh,  no  luclid  t'èolais, 
Biodh  soirionn  air  na  speuraibh. 
Gun  eiridli  air  mor-thonn, 
A  dli'  aisigeas  le  reidh  gliaoith 
Gun  bheud  thu  gu  seolaid."^ 

Mar  sud  bha  ur-sgeul  Cliormaic 
Cho  dearblita  'sa  slieinn  e, 
E-fein  'sa  chomunn  og 
'S  iad  gle  blirònach  ma  tliimcheal, 
E  gabhail  cead  le  pbig  dli'i, 
Gun  chomhradli  gun  impidh 
'S  e  dioladh  guth  an  còdìiail, 
Na  li-bighe  gu  'n  till  è. 


OEAN  EILE,  AIR  AN  AOBHAR 
CHEUDNA. 

Tha  mise  fo  mhulad  san  am 
Cha'n  olar  learn  dram  le  sunnd, 

Tha  durrag  air  gliur  ann  am  chail 
A  dh'f  hiosraich  do  chach  mo  ruin, 

*  A  harbour. 
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Cha  'n  f  haic  mi  'dol  seachaa  air  sràid 

An  cailin  bu  tlàitlie  sùil ; 
'Se  sin  a  leag  m'aigne  gu  làr 

Mar  dliuilleach  o  bliarr  nan  craobh. 

A  ghruagach  a's  bachlaiche  cul 

Tlia  mise  'gad  iundrain  mor, 
Ma  thagli  thu  deagh  aite  dhut  fein 

Mo  bheannachd  gach  re  gaid'clioir  : 
Tba  mise  ri  osnaich  'nad  dlieigh, 

Mar  gbaisgeach  an  dèis  a  leon  ; 
'Na  laidlie  san  àraich  gun  fbeiim 

'S  nach  d'tbeid  anns  an  strèup  ni's  mO  ! 

'Se  dh'  fbàg  mi  mar  iudmbail"^^  aii'  trend, 

Mar  fhear  nach  d'  thoir  spèis  do  mbnaoi, 
Do  thuras  thar  chuan  fo  bbreid, 

Thug  bras  shileadli  dheur  o  m'  shùil — 
B'fhearr  nach  mothaichinn  fein 

Do  mhaise,  do  cheill,  's  do  chliù; 
No  suairceas  milis  do  bhèil 

A's  binne  na  sèis  gach  ciùil. 

Gach  aon  duin'  a  chluinneas  mo  chàs 

A'  cur  air  mo  nadur  fiamh, 
A'  cantainn  nach  oil  annam  ach  bard 

'S  nach  cinnich  leam  dan  a's  fiach — ■ 
Mo  sheanair   ri  pàigheadh  a  mhàil, 

'S  m'athaù'  ri  màlaid  riabh  ; 
Ohuireadh  iad  gearain  an  crann 

A's  ghearainn-sa  rann  ro'  chiad. 

*  A  fugitive. 
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'S  fad  a'  tha  m'  aigne  fo  ghriiaim 

Cha  mhosgail  mo  chluain  ri  cebl, 
'M  breislich  mar  ànrach  a'  cliuan 

Air  bharraibh  nan  stiiagh  ri  ceo. 
'Se  iimndran  d'  àbhaclid  nam 

A  diaochail  air  snuadh  mo  neòil, 
Gun  sugradh,  gun  mhire,  gun  uaill, 

Gun  chaithream,  gun  bhuadh,  gun  treòir  ! 

Clia  dùisgear  leam  ealaidh  air  àill', 

Cha  chuirear  leam  dan  air  dhoigh; 
Cha  togar  leam  fonn  air  clar, 

Cha  chluinnear  leam  gàir  nan  og. 
Cha  dii'ich  mi  beallach  nan  àrd 

Le  suigeaii;  mar  bha  mi'n  tos; 
Ach  triallam  a  chadal  gu  bràth 

Do  thalla  nam  bard  nach  beò  I 


ACHASAN  AN  DEIDETDH, 
A  DEUDACH  DHOMHNUILL  FHRISEIL. 

Mile  marbhaisg  ort  a  dheididh, 

Thar  gach  galaii', 
'S  duilich  leam  mar  dh'f  hag  thu 

M'eudail  dheth  na  fearaibh, 
Bheir  gach  tinneas  eile  dhuinne  fànadh 

'S  fàth  furtachd. 


92  GRAIN  LE  UILLEAM  ESS. 

Ach  'se  bheii^  thus',  a  bliruidear  mhilltich, 

lonnsaidh  mliort  oirnn  : 
Cha-n  àill  leat  gun  d'theid  deoch,  no  drama, 

Steach  fo'r  carbad 
Ach  gabhail  dhuinn  as  ar  claigeann 

'S  ar  gi-ad  mharbhadh. 
Cha  luaithe  dh'eirich  Domhnull  Friseil 

As  a'  chuartaich, 
Na  chuir  thusa  do  nimh  'an  ire 

Gus  a  thruailleadh ; 
Gha-n  fhoghnadh  leat  na  rinn  an  teasach 

Air  an  tiniaghan, 
Ach  thu  fein  a  dhroch  bhuill  dels' 

A  dhol  'ga  thuairgneadh, 
Bha  cnaimhean  a  chinn,  a's  eudann 

'Sa  dhèud  uile, 
Mar  gu'm  biodh  muill'ear  'ga  riasladh 

Fo  chloich  mhuilinn : 
No  mar  gu'm  biodh  gobha  Gallda 

Ga  theann  sparradh. 
An  glamaire  teannta,  cruaghach 

Do  chruaidh  stàilinn. 
Ach  thig  do  dhriug  mur  'eil  mi  meallt' 

Ma  chluinn  Mac-Shimidh, 
An  diol  a  rinn  thu,  a  thrudair  bhrùideal^ 

Air  f  hear-cinnidh, 
'S  e-san  a  loisgeas  an  dù'-thuill*  ort, 

'S  cha  sinne  uile  ! 
Bheir  e  n'  t-arm  dearg  a  Sasgunn 

Gu  do  sgiursadh, 

*  The  Gael's  primitive  name  for  artillery. 
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Le  peileirean  dearga,  lasracli, 

A's  neart  fùdaii- — 
Grain  ort  nacli  do  gliabh  thu  trudar 

No  fear  doiclieil, 
Ach  an  duine  fiughantach,  fialaidb, 

Cliiir  o  chosnadli, 
'Sa  liugliad  cailleach  sgaiteacli,  bheur'^ 

A's  reabhair  caile 
Tba  feum  an  carbad  's  an  deudacb 

A  leir  sgaradb ; 
Edar  Irt,  a's  Peaii-t,  a's  lie 

'S  tir  Mhic-Ailein, 
No  ge  do  thogradh  tu  sineadli, 

Aig  a'  bhaile. 


ATH-LEASAOHADH. 


ATH-LEASACHADH. 

ANNS  AM  BEIL  TEÌ  DAIN 

LE  IAIN  MAC-AOIDH, 

AM  PiOBAIEE  DALL, 

SEANAIR  AN  UGHDAIK. 


BEANNACHADH  BAIRD  DO  SHIR  ALASDAIR 
MAC-CHOINNICH,  TRIATH  GHEARR-LOCH: 
AIR  DHA  NIGHEAN  THIGEARNA  GHRANND 
A  PHOSADH. 

Gu'm  beannaiche'  Dia  an  teacli  's  an  tùr 
"^  an  ti  thttinig  ùr  'nur  ceann, 
Geug  shona,  sliolta  glieibh.  cliù, 
'Ni  buanachd  dùthacha  's  nach  call. 

A  gheng  a  thainig  's  an  deagh  uair, 
Dha  'm  buadhach  muirn  agus  ceòl 
Ogha  cboinnicb  nan  run  reidh, 
'S  Baron  Shratli-Spè  nam  bb. 

K 
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O  larla  Slii-pliort  an  tos 

Dliiuchd  an  oigli  a's  taitnicli  bèus ; 

'S  o'n  Tuitear  Sliàileacli  a  ris. 

A  fhreasdaileadh  an  Righ  'na  fheum. 

'S  bitliidh.  Granndaich  uime  nacli  tim, 
Bu  treubhaicli  iomairt  's  gacli  ball. 
O  Spè  a  b'  iomadaicb.  leinn, 
A  's  feigh  air  firichean  àrd, 

'S  ann  o  na  Cinmdhean  nach  fann, 
Thainig  an  oigh  a's  glaine  ere  ; 
Gruaidli  cliorcaii',  agus  rosg  mall, 
Mala  cbaol,  cham,  's  cul  rèidb. 

Tha  b-aodann  geal  mar  a'  cbailc, 

'S  a  corp  sneaclidaidh  air  dbeagb  dhealbb  j 

Maotb  leanabb  le  giblitean  saor, 

Air  nach  facas  fraoch  no  fearg. 

Tha  slios  mar  eala  nan  sruth, 
'S  a  cruth  mar  chanach  an  fheoir ; 
Cul  cleachdach  air  dhreach  nan  teud, 
No  mar  aiteal  grein  air  or. 

Bu  cheol-cadail  i  gu  suain, 

'S  bu  bhuachaiir  i  air  do-bhèus ; 

Coinneal  sliolais  feadli  do  theach, 

A'  frithealadh  gach  neach  mar  fheum. 

Gu-m  meal  tl.u-fein  t'  ùrbhean  òg, 
A  Thriath  Ghcurr-Loeh  nan  corn  fial ; 
Le  toil  chairdean  as  gach  tir, 
Gu  meal  thu  ì  's  beannachd  DLia. 
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Gu-m  meal  sibh  breath  agus  buaidh, 
Gu-m  meal  sibh  uaill  agiis  mùìm, 
Gu-m  meal  sibb  gach  beamiaclid  an  cèin, 
'S  mo  bheamiachd  fein  dbuibh  air  thus. 

'S  iomadb  beannachd  agus  teist, 
Th'aig  an  bigb  a*s  glaine  slios  ; 
'S  beannachd  dha'n  ti  a  thug  leis, 
Rogha  nam  ban  an  gnè,  sam  meas. 


DAN  DO  SHIE  ALASDAIR  MAC-DHOMHNUILL 
SHLEIBHTE,  CEANN-CINNIDH  CHLANN- 
DOMHNUILL  NAN  EILEAN, 

Air  dha  tighinn  dhachaidh  a  Lunainn  do  Chaisteal 
Armadail  san  Eilean  Sgitheanach,  agus  a'  Bhaiii-tighearn' 
a  bhi  marbh  a  staigh  air  a  chinn.  Tharladh  dha  na  Phio- 
baire  dhall  a  bhi  staigh  san  km,  agus  sheinn  e  'n  dan  a 
leanas  'na  dhàil,  a  nochdadh  dha  gu'n  chàill  iomadh  Trèun 
a's  Flath  an  ceud  ghrkdh,  d'a  b'eigin  fadheoidh  solas  a 


Beannachd  dhut  o'n  ghabh  thu  'n  t-àm, 
0  chrìoch  nan  Gall  gu  do  thir, 
Dachas  tha  ri  slios  a'  chiiain 
'S  trie  a  choisinn  buaigli  dlia  Righ. 

Do  bheathff  gu  do  thir  fein, 

'Dheagh  Mric-Dhomhnuill  nan  sèud  saor, 

'S  ait  le  maithibh  Innse-Gall, 

Do  diluasad  a  nail  thar  chaol. 
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'S  ait  le  fearaibli  an  Taoibh-tuatli, 
Gii'n  bliuannaicli  thii  mar  bu  choir 
Troteirnis  nil'  agus  Sleiblite, 
Uitliist  nan  eun  as  nan  ron. 

'S  ait  le  fearaibh  an  Taoibh-deas, 
Gn'n  sliuidliiclieadli  tu  ceart  gu  leor, 
'S  tu  sliocbcl  nan  Righrean  o  sliean, 
Dha'n  robh  miagh  fainear  air  ceol. 

Ach  'sann  dhomh-sa  b'aitbne  'm  bèus^ 
Na  gliabli  riiim  fein  diu'  o  thus, 
Croinn-iubhair  le  brataichean  sroil, 
Loingeas  air  chors  a's  ròs  ìuil. 

Long  a's  leoghan  a's  lamh-dhearg, 
'Gan  cur  suas  an  ainm  an  Kigh, — ■ 
Suaicheantas  le  'n  eireadh  neart, 
'N  uair  thigeadh  ur  feachd  gu  tir. 

Na  'n  tàrladh  dhuibh'  bhi  air  leirg, 
Fo  mheirghe  dha'm  biodh  dearg  a's  ban 
Gu  maiseach,  faicilleach,  treun, 
Chuireadh  sibh  ratreat  air  each. 

Gu  h-armach,  armailteach,  og, 
Neo-chearbach  'an  toir  no'n  ruaig. 
'S  gach  àite  'n  cromadh  an  ceann, 
Bu  leo  na  bhiodh  ann,  'sa  luach. 

B'aithne  dhomh  Sir  Seumas  mòr 
'S  b'eòl  domh  Dòmhnull  a  mhac, 
B'eol  domh  Domhnull  eile  ris, 
Chumadh  fo  chis  na  sloigli  ceart. 
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B'eòl  domh  Dòmhnull  nan  trì  .•  ^òn'uU 
'S  ge  b'òg  e,  bu  mliòr  a  cliliù, 
Bluodh  feara  Alb'  agiis  Eirinn, 
Ag  èiridh  leis  arms  gach  cùis. 

B'eol  domh  Sir  Seumas  na  ruin, 
T'athair-sa  mhic-chluitich  fein, 
'S  tus  a  nis  an  siatliamh  glim 
Dh'ordaich  E,igli  nan  dùl  'nan  dèigh, 

Na'n  tuiteadh  m'  aois  clio  fad  a  mach, 
'S  do  mhac-sa  theaclid  air  mo  tliìm — 
B'e  sin  dhomh-s'  an  seachdamli  glùn, 
'Tliainig  air  an  Dùn  ri  m'  linn. 

'S  cha  'n  ioghnadh  dhomh-sa  blii  crion, 
A's  mo  cliiabliag  a  blii  liatli, 
'S  gacb  aon  diii'  le  cridhe  mòr 
Toilet  dliomli  aii'gid  a's  òii'  riabh. 

'S  gacli  aon  diu'  'ga  m'  àracli  cluth, 
Thuigeadh  iad  uam  guth  nam  mèur; 
'S  tlia  iadsa  sàbliail+;  an  dingb, 
Anns  a  Bbrugh  am  Deil  iad  fein. 

'S  tba  mis'  aii'  faireach  san  àr, 
'S  mi  cur  a'  bblair  mar  bba  riamh, 
S  mo  chridbe  'g  osnaich  'nan  dèigb, 
Mar  Oisian  an  dèigb,  nam  Fiann  ! 

Gu-m  meal  thu  t'  oighreacbd,  's  do  cbliù, 
Dheagb  Mhic-Dhombnuill  nan  run  rèidh, 
'S  ged  dh'imicb  uat  t'  ììr  bliean  og 
Na  biodb  ort-sa  bron  'na  dèigh. 

k2 
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'Sa  liugbad  oigli  thaitneacli  gtui  di, 
Tha  eadar  Clar-sgi  *  a's  mon-riis 
'S  ma  dlia  tliaobh  Arcamli  a'  ohùain 
Deas  a's  tuatli,  thall  sa  blios. 

Agus  iad  uir  ort  an  dèigli 
BheireadÌL  dhut  iad-fein  's  an  cuid, 
Oighean  taitneach  nam  beul  binn, 
Nam  mèur  grinn,  's  na  broinne  biiig. 

Cbaill  High  Blireatainn,  a's  bu  bhèud, 
A  leabaidh  fein  leiig  a  gliaoil ; 
'S  o  na  tharladli  sud  'na  char, 
B'eiginn  dha  blii  seal  gun  mhnaoi. 

Mac-Righ  Sorcha  sgiath  an  aii'm 
Gur  e  b'ainm  dba  Maiglire  borb, 
Gliaill  e  gbeala-bliean  mar  gbrèin 
'S  dli'  fliuiricli  e-fein  'na  deigh  beo  ! 

Chain  Rigb  na  h-Easpailt  a  bbean, 
Ainnir  gbeal  nigh'n  Kigh  Greig, 
'S  gach  aon  diubh  gabhail  a  null, 
'S  dh'imich  o  Fhionn  a  bliean  fein 

On  tba'n  saoghal  so  'na  cbeo. 

'S  gnir  doigh  dha  blii  dol  mu'n  cuairt ; 

Bidh'mid  subhach  annain  fein 

'S  beannachd  leis  gach  ni  'chaidh  uainn. 

*  A  name  for  the  Isle  of  Skye. 
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CUMHA  CHOIKE-'l^  BASAIN. 

Mi  'n  diiigh  a'  f  àgail  na  tire, 
'Siublial  na  fridh  air  mo  leath-taobli  \ 
'S  è  dh'fhàg  gun  airgiod  mo  phoca, 
Ceann  mo  stoir  blii  fo'  na  leacaibli. 

'S  mi  aig  braiglie  'n  alltain  riabliaicli, 
Ag  iarraidh  gu  Bealacli  na  fèatha, 
Far  am  bi  damh  dearg  na  croice, 
Mu  fhèill  an  Roid  a'  dol  san  damliair. 

'S  mi  'g  iarraidh  gu  Coir'-an-easain, 
Far  an  trie  an  sgapadh  fùdar, 
Far  am  bi'dh  miol-clioin  'gan  teii'beirt, 
Cur  mac  na  h-èilte  gu  dhùblilan. 

Coire  gun  easbbaidh  gun  iomrall, 
'S  trie  a  bba  Kaibeart  mu  d'  ebomraicb, 
Cha-n  eil  uair  a  ni  mi  t'  iumradh, 
Nach  tuit  mo  cliridlie  gu  trom-cbradli. 

"  'S  è  sin  mise  Coir'  an  easain, 
Tha  mi  m'  sheasaidh  mar  a  b'àbhaist, 
Ma  tbà  thu-sa  na  d'  f  hear  ealaidh, 
Cluinneamaid  annas  do  làimhe." 

An  àill  leat  mis'  a  rusgadh  ceoil  dut, 
'S  mi  'm  shuidhe  mar  cheo  air  bealach, 
Gun  spèis  aig  duine  tha  beò  dhiom, 
O'n  chaidh  an  Cornalair  fo'  thalamh. 
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Mo  chreacli  !  mo  tluirsa,  's  mo  thruaighe  ! 
'Ga  chur  san  uair  so  dhomh  an  ire, 
Mhuinntii  v  chumadh  iium  uaisle, 
Bhi'n  àmg\  anns  an  naigh.  ga  m'  dlii-sa. 

Na'n  creideadh  tu  nam  a  clioire, 
Gur  h-e  dorran  sud  air  m'  inntinn, 
S  cuid  mhor  a  ghabliail  mo  leath-sgeoil, 
Nach  urrainn  mi  seasamh  ri  seinn  dut. 

"  Measar  dhomh  gur  tu  Mac  Ruairidh, 
Chunna  mi  mar  ris  a  Choirneal, 
'N  uair  a  bha  e  beo  'na  bheatha 
Bu  mhiann  leis  do  leathaid  'na  sheomar. 

"  Bu  lion'ar  de  mhaithean  na  h-Eireann 
Thigeadh  gu  m'  rèidhlean  le  h-ealaidh, 
Sheinneadh  Buaiiidh  dall  dhomh  fàilte, 
Bhiodh  Mac-Aoidh  's  a  chàirdean  mar  ris." 

O'n  tha  thus'  a'  caoidh  nan  àrmunn, 
Leis  am  b'  àbhaist  bhi  'ga  d'  thaghall, 
Gu'n  seinn  mi  ealaidh  gun  duais  dut, 
Ge  fada  uam  's  mi  gun  fhradharc. 

'S  lion mh or  caochla  teachd  san  t-saoghal, 
Agus  aobhar  gu  bhi  dubhach  ; 
Ma  sheinneadh  san  uair  sin  dut  f  àilte, 
Seinnear  an  tra  so  dhuit  cumha. 

"'S  è  sin  ceol  a's  binne  thruaighe, 
Chualas  o  linn  Mhic-Aoidh  Dhòmhnuill, 
'S  fada  mhaireas  è  am  chluasan, 
An  fhuaim  a  bh'aig  tabhunn  do  mheoir'^an. 
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"  Beannaclid  cUiut  agus  buaidh-laraich, 
Ann  's  gach  àite  'n  dean  tliu  seasamli, 
Air  son  do  phuirt  bhlasda,  dliionaicli, 
Sa'  glirian  a'  teannadli  ri  feasgar." 

'S  grianach  t-uirsinn  fèin  a  choire, 
'S  gun  fheigH  a'  tearnadh  gu  d'  bhaile  ; 
'S  iomadh  neacli  do  'm  b'  fhiacli  do  mlioladli, 
Do  chliatli  chorracli,  bhiadbcliar,  bhainneach. 

Do  cbiob,  do  bhorran,  do  mhilteach, 
Do  shlios  a  choii-e  gur  lionach, 
Lubach,  luibheacli,  daite,  dionach, 
'S  fasgach  do  chuib  's  gur  fiaracli. 

Tha  t'  èideadli  uil'  air  dhreach  a'  clianaicli. 
Cirein  do  mliullaich  clia  clu-annach, 
Far  'm  bi'  na  fèigli  gu  torracli, 
'G  èiridh  farumach  mu  d'fliireach. 

Sleamliuinii  slios-fbad  do  slilioclid  araich, 
Gun  an  gart  no'n  càl  mu  t'  iosail, 
Mangacb,  niagliach,  adhacli,  tearnach, 
Graidheacli,  cràiceach,  fradharc  fridhe. 

Nebineineacli,  gucagacli,  mealach, 
Lonanacli,  lusanacL,  imeach ; 
'S  borcach  do  gliorm  luachair  bhealaich, 
Gun  fliuaclid  ri  doinninn  acli  cidheach.* 

Seamragacli,  sealbhagach,  duilleacli, 
Min  leacacli  gorm-sbleiteacli,  gleannach, 

*  Ceathach. 
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Biadhcliar,  riabhach,  riasgach,  luideach, 
Le  'n  diolta'  cuideachd  gun  cheannach. 

'S  cruiteil  learn  gabhail  do  bhraighe, 
Biolare  t'  uisge  mu  t'  innsibli, 
Miodar,  maghacli,  cnocach  catliair, 
Gu  breac  blath-mlior  an  uchd  min  fheoir 

Gu  gormanacli,  tolmanach,  àluinn, 
Lochach,  lachach,  dosach,  crai-gbia'ch, 
Gadbarach,  faghaideacb,  bràidbeacb, 
'G  iomain  na  b-eilid  gu  nàmbaid. 

Bùireineach,  dubbaracb,  bruacbacb, 
Fradbarcacb,  cròic-cbeannacb,  uallach, 
Feoirneineacb  uisge  nam  fuaran, 
Grad  gbaisgeant'  air  ghasgan  crualaicb. 

Colg-shuileacb,  fàileantadb,  biorach, 
Spang-sbronacb,  eangladhrach,  corrach, 
'S  an  anmoch  a's  meanbli-luath  sireadh, 
Air  mhire  a'  direadh  sa'  choire. 

'Sa'  mhadainn  ag  èiridh  le'r  miol-choin, 
Gn  mùirneach,  maiseacli,  gasda,  gniombachj 
Liibacb,  leacacb,  glacach,  sgiambach, 
Cràcacb,  cabracL,  cnagacb,  fìambacb, 

'N  am  do'n  Ghrèin  dol  air  a  b-uilinn, 
Gu  fuilteach,  rèubach,  gleusda,  gunnach, 
Snapach  armach,  calgach,  ullamli, 
KJachacb,  marbhach,  tai'bliach,  giullacb. 
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'N  am  dhuinii  blii  'tearna'  gu  d'  reidlilein, 
Teinnteacli,  cainnteachjCoinnleacli,  cèireach, 
Fìonacli,  còrnacli,  ceòlar,  teiidach, 
Ordail,  eòlach,  'g  òl  le  reite. 

Sgiiiridh  mi  nis'  dliiot  a  choiie, 

O'n  tlia  mi  toiliclit'  dheth  do  slieanchas,  - 

Sguiridh  mise  shiublial  t'  aonaicli, 

Gus  an  d'tliig  Mac-Aoidh  do  dh'  Alba. 

Acli  's  i  mo  dliùraclid  dlmt  a  cLoire, 
O'n  's  mòr  mo  dliùil  ri  dol  tliarad, 
O'n  tha  sinn  tuisleach  's  a'  mhonadh, 
Bimid  a'  teannadli  gu  'bhaile. 
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